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[ Thi rights of Translation and of Rtprodnctum art nsirved.] X 



ON THE STATUE OF EBENERER ELLIOTT 
BY NEVILLE BURNARD, ORDERED BY 
THE WORKING MEN OF SHEFFIELD» 

Bf WAtTRR SaVACIS LAKPOR. 



i^JOiSLY to tliose who ^ve it ! who erect 
The bronze and tnarble, noi where froihy tongue 
Cr blüody h.iiul points out — no, but where God 
ördains the humble to walk forth before 
The humble, and niount higher than the high* 
Wisely, O Sheflldd, wisely hast thou done 
To place thy EixioTT on the pUnih of fame ; 
Wlsdy hast choscn for ihat solexnn deed 
One Uke hlmsclf, bom wbene no mother*s lovc 
Wmpt purpIe round him, nor rang goldeo bell, 
Fcndani hom Lib)an coral, in his car, 
To catdi a smik or calm a petulauce ; 
Not tickled downy scalp with Belgic lace; 
Bot whom stTong genius took from poverty, 
And Said, Rise, moih^r^ and Behüiä ihy thiidf 
Stm it>%e, and Pride rose w\^ her but was mute. 
Threc Elliotts ihere have b^n, ibree gloriods 
mcn^ 
£adi in his generaiion. One was doom'd 
By despotism and prelücy to pine 
* Repnnicd by permissioa of M^srs. Chapm&n and HalL 



VI ON THE STATUE OF EBENEZER ELLIOTT. 

In the damp dungeon, and to die for Law, 

Rack'd by slow tortures ere he reacht the grave.* 

A second hurled his thunderbolt and flame 

When Gaul and Spaniard moor'd their pinnaces, 

Screanüng defiance at Gibraltar's frown, 

Until one moment more, and other screams, 

And other writhings rose above the wave 

From sails afire and hissing where they feil, 

And men half burnt along the buoyant mast. 

A third came calmly on and askt the rieh 

To give laborious hunger daily bread, 

As they in childhood had been taught to pray 

By God'ä own Son, and sometimes have prayed since. 

God heard; but they heard not God sent down 

bread; 
They took it, kept it all, and cried for more, 
HoUowing both hands to catch and clutch the crumbs. 

I may not live to hear another voice, 
Elliott, of power to penetrate as thine, 
Dense multitudes ; another none may see, 
Leading the muses from unthrifty shades, 
To fields where com gladdens the heart of man, 
And where the trumpet with defiant blast 
Blows in the face of war and yields to peace. 
Therefor take thou these leaves, fresh, firm, tho* 

scant, — 
To crown the City that crowns thee her son. 
She must decay : Toledo hath decaid ; 
Ebro hath half forgotten what bright arms 
Flasht on his waters ; what high dames adom'd 
* See Forster's " Statesmen of the Commonwealth." 



ON THE STATUE OF EBENEZER ELLIOTT. Vll 

The baldric ; what tom flags o'erhung the aile ; 

What parting gift the ransom'd knight exchanged. 

Bul louder than the anvil rings the lyre ; 

And thine hath raiscd another Cit/s wall 

In solid strength to a proud eminence, 

Which neither conqueror, cnishing braver men, 

Nor time, o'ercoming conquerer, can destroy. 

So now, ennobled by thy birth, to thee 

She lifts with pious love the thoughtful stone. 

Genius is tired in search of gratitude ; 

Here they have met ; may neither say farewell 
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JUVENILE POEMS. 



EXTRACT FROM " ThE VeRNAL WaLK," WÄITTEN IN Tllt 
AUTHORS SeVENTEBNTH YeAR. 

Oh, Thou that swa/st the boundless universe I 

King of illimitable empire ! hear 

My trembling voice of praise. I know Thou art ; 

But when my soul would raise her cyes to Thee, 

Vainly I try to grasp so vast a view ; 

For in thy half-reveal'd subhmity, 

Holding the reins of universal rule, 

'Fhou sitfst invisible upon the throne 

Of universal nature, and behold'st 

A vast immensity, fiU'd by Thyself. 

Spirit of spirits ! ere the eagle ilew, 

Ere ihc worm crawl'd, ere sang the love-taiight wren, 

Or man, erect, before Thee stood and smiled, 

Thou hadst existed an etemity 

Of thoughtful ages : ere there lived one soul 

To worship thee, oh, God of Holiness ! 

Wrapt in incomprehensibility, 

Pleased with self-contemplation, Thou didst nnise 

In silence on thine own etemal thciughts. 

VOL. I. l: 
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Through all extent Thoo piercest ; noihmg h 

Where Thou art not ; even in me Thou dwelFst. 

Thou mov'st the strings of mental melody 

Which tune my souI to hannony and love. 

Tliou btd'st my fancj soar to realms of light, 

ßid'st reason — holy reason— mube on Thee 

And in tliy works behold Thce, throned o'er heights 

And depths of glory inaccessible. 

I, in the majesty of natare, see 

The greatness of etemal Majcsty; 

1» in her smiling scenery, behold 

The bountcous smile of beauty infinite, 

*rhy goodness is unbounded, God of Love ! 

Here — or where ver Uncreaied Light 

Flames of the sea of ever-vital beams 

World'peopled, as this vernal air with birds— 

Father and God ! ihy sons shall worship Thet 



MIRANION. 



Why shouts Quebec ? Why rolls from all her towers 

The peal of gladness, through the midnight air, 

(fer moving crowds ? Why do her casements blaze, 

Her torches flash, in lines of restless light ? 

Great Montcalm is retum'd with victory, 

And moves in triumph through her blazing streets. 

Before him glide Canadian maids, white-robed — 

War-widow'd virgins, on whose pensive cheeks 

The blush of health had faded into snow. 

life, life, how heav'nly graceful are thy forms, 

In joy or sorrow ! Soft as sleep they move, 

High-wa\ing o*er their heads the spotless lawn, 

And scattering roses at his proud steed's feet 

Quebec pours forth her people, young and old, 

To see again her great deliverer. 

The war-unchilded mother, and the boy 

WTiose sire had fall'n in battle, came abroad ; 

Even the friendless, aged, houseless man 

Gast on his ruin'd dwelling, as he pass'd, 

But one brief glance, then, dancing with the young, 

FoUowd the glad procession and rejoiced. 

The soldier's widow sought the crowded streets ; 

B 2 



4 JUVENILE POEMS. 

Oh, deem not that her true heart could forget 
Her low-laid husband ! No ! with moumful smiles 
She thought of him and wept ; but while she view'd 
The glittering scene, those sad smiles seem'd to say, 
" And he, too, was a soldier." Did not, then, 
Love-lom Miranion of the down-cast eye 
Steal to the lattice of her tower to gaze ? 
She (stately nun ! angelic exile ! tom 
From nature's bosom !) on the various throng 
Look'd pale and anxious. Soon again she saw, 
Herself unseen, yet mute and timidly, 
Though with energic pensiveness, the lord 
Of her affections, Montcalm. Loftier seem'd 
His martial beauty, darker his large eye, 
With triumph fired ; and god-like headvanced, 
To redivorce her vows. Unhappy maid ! 
Why was she bom ? All-ignorant is he 
What cause he hath to feel ennobling pride — 
Miranion loves him ! but he knows it not 
He reins his foamy steed ; the mighty crowd 
Halts, and is hush'd, and living statues hold 
Unnumber'd torches still ! She sees no torch, 
She sees no crowd, her eyes are fix'd on him. 
He waves his hand, he bo^-s in act to speak ; 
Forward she bends ; she listens motionless ; 
Hangs on his lips, and breathless drinks his speech, 
As if the words that should pronounce her death, 
Quiver'd for awful utterance on his tongue. 



MIRANIOK. 

" France is victorious ; Ever fortunate ! 

She, mistress of the nations, shall extend 

The limits of her sway. Columbia spreads 

The verdure of unbounded wilds, and roUs 

Her rivers rivalless, to load with wealth 

Out noble country ; and the vanquish'd seas 

Shall bound her greatness with their amplitude ; 

For England, like a wintry sun, descends, 

Nor shall the sloping orb, retum'd, arise 

Again to glory. Laud the Lord of Hosts ! 

The maple, and the monarch of the woods, 

Magnolia, now in praise lift up their hands, 

To measureless Missouri's serpent folds. 

I sec the unbom glory of this land — 

Her sons, high-destined, her immortal men, 

The stately children of futurity. 

I^ud, then, the God of Battles, my loved friends ! 

Calamity hath wom you, war hath sown 

Your streets with woe ; but better days approach. 

Go to your homes, and to your little ones 

Say — Ruin hath stalk'd near us, with a frown 

That awedf but blasted not — the storm is past." 

So said he, hapless in his prophecy, 
And, from the throng retiring, sought repose. 
Then, as a catacomb's vast silence, soon 
The living scene was hush'd ; a silent crowd, 
A peopled soiitude — the city slept 
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Time ever moves, the only traveller 
That tires not, rests not ; dilatory man 
May loiter and may pause ; Time pauses noL 
How fast bis wings have swept away the hours ! 
And lo ! 'tis come ! The important hour is come 
That shall make children fatherless, and dash 
Into despair the coniident hope of pride ! 
Thou, Quebec, sleepest ! and thy warrior sons, 
In visions, see the host of England wom 
With famine, and subdued without a blow. 
But that unconquer'd host abjures repose, 
Crowds every boat, and glides, inaudibly, 
Down the dark river. Wake, proud city, crest 
Thy rocks with thunder, while they yet are thine ! 

Night hears the bat and owlet flit and swim 

Over funereal forests, all asleep ; 

And mighty rivers, and lakes ocean-like — 

That gaudily deck th* etemal wilderness, 

And round the virgin waist of solitude, 

Enamour'd, twine their long and beauteous arms — 

Slumber beneath innumerable stars. 

The snow-white porpoise, rising, Starts to hear 

The prow-divided wave. How sweet, O night, 

Thy chaste and unperturb'd sublimity 1 

Yet, on the shaded river, many a heart 

Aches, as the British boats, with muffled oars, 

Glide with the stream. Of England's happy fields 
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Thinks the doom'd soldier, mute — of friends and 

home — 
Of love and quiet — and the parting look, 
Kngraven on his heart — of weeping wife — 
Oh ! never more around his neck to clasp 
Her arms, or lift his'babes to kiss their sire. 
Amid the silent faces, there is one 
Most thoughtfuL O'er the stem he leans in thought, 
\\Tierc, thro' the glimmering waves, gleams many a 

£sice 
Of slaughtered warrior, peacefiil in his tomb 
Of wateis ; for, tho' heaven's bright queen towers not 
Above the mountains ; yet, the clouds which wreath 
Their highest clifTs, tinged with her mildest beams, 
Are Nisible in magic fonns of shade 
.\nd brightness ; and their edges, silver-fringed, 
Trerable, reflected on the glassy stream. 
The shrouded heavens, the solemn hour, the vast 
River, the rocks enormous, plumed with pines, 
That cast their calm shades o'er the gliding wave, 
Bend to stem sadness Wolfe's o'er-wearied mind. 
Ah I soon the battle-crash shall wake their shades, 
And bid their echoes howl ; hurl o'er their rocks 
The slayer and the slain, and dye with göre 
This silent, solemn, loneliest, loveliest scene ! 

The rocks frown'd darker o'er the shoreward fleet 
First on the Strand stood Wolfe. Boat foUowed boat, 
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And warrior warrian Wtth uplifted sword 

He pointed to thc rocks ; and swHft, and strong, 

And resolute, ihey scaled the steepness there. 

SÜent, and each assisting each, they rose 

From tree to iree, fbom cliff to cltff; and soon, 

High on the summit, twenty veterans waved 

Their Highland blades. Mute thousands follow'd 

thcm» 
Wiih bbour infinite, and cautious tread, 
And breathiQg» half^suppress'd i and painfuUy 
Their slaught'ring cannon weigh'd from pine to pineT 



Still dost thou sleep, proud city, ünalarmM I 
Hush'd are thy streets ; and by the warrior's bed 
l'he sword is idle ; and of peace restorcd 
The tnatron dreaming^ sees her sons unscrew 
The rifle, and release the useless heim. 
But pale Miranion wakes. She^ love-lom naaid, 
Haih Stolen to the heights, unsecn, unhcard, 
Aione, to hear the river, far below, 
Murmur unseen ; and to indulge fond thoughts, 
Sweet wishes, fond and vain, O'er the grey rock 
She bends her drooping beautyi and she thinks 
How sweetly, pilloVd on his bronz^d breast, 
The peasant's wife is skeping from her toils ; 
How well it were to be a soldier's bride^ 
And couch with love and danger ! Holy maid t 
\Vhat if thou doff thy veil, in inaii'9 attire 
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To Stand by Montcalm's side, a scemly page ? 
But virgin fear, and virgin modesty, 
Chased that wild thought at once ; a painful heat 
Rush'd to the cheek, which never erst the blush 
Of guilty shame suifused ; and " Oh I " she said, 
" My God, forgive me 1 O forgive thy child ! 
Support me ! strengthen me ! or let cold earth 
Wiap poor Miranion's bosom, and the tears 
Of pious sisters moum a sinless maid 1 " 

Her eyes are red with weeping ; on her hand 
Her moisten'd check reclines ; silent she looks 
On the dark river. " Do those shadows move ? " 
She rises, listens. " What stränge sounds are these ? '* 
The hum continues, deepens — hark, a step ! 
Men — soldiers — what are they ? The foe ! the foe ! " 

The gloom 
Dcepen'd, the silence deepen'd. 
She trembles, and her eyes are closed with fear. 
WTiat shall she do ? Obey affection's voice, 
.\nd duty's mandate ? And, with terror's haste, 
She hurried to the camp of sleeping France. 

Meantime, o'erwearied Montcalm, on his couch 
Extended, sought not sleep, nor had he doffd 
His gannents. But the toil of thought intense, 
At length o'erpower'd, confused him. Slumbering, 
He toss'd from side to side, and sent abroad 



lO JUVENILE POEMS. 

The wildly-wandering soul — a remless steed ; 

Nor slept, nor waked ! Upstarted sliff his locks, 

By terror smitten ; his bones shook. Motionless, 

In gloom and might, before his troubled soul, 

A power embodied stood, unspeakable 

And hueless. **Sleep'st thou, Montcalm?" said a 

voice, 
" Still, vanquish'd victor, sleep ! Why wake to shame ? 
Sleep ! Wolfe hath tom the laurel from thy brow.*' 

Thus spake the evil dreara. Still slumber'd he, 
Unhappy ; and a mute, expressive tear 
Stole from his eyelids o'er his swarthy cheek, 
When, pale, approach*d unseen, with noiseless step, 
Miranion. Fear and love had bleach'd her cheek ; 
And with mute, trembling, inexpressible 
Emotion she beheld tlie man beloved ! 
She heard him sigh — nearer she drew — she stoop'd, 
"He weeps," she cried; "Ah, wherefore in his 

sleep?" 
She look'd — she paused ; at length, with timid hand, 
She touched the hero's forehead, and she said, 
" Rise, Montcalm I'* Up, at once, the warrior sprang, 
Conftised, astonish'd, and, ere well awake, 
His hand had half-undrawn the ready sword ; 
Then on the maid he gazed, with such a look 
Of doubt and fierce surprise, as drove the blood 
Back from her fading lip oppressively. 
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" WTio — whence ? '* he cried, retiring ; and he raised, 
With outstretch'd arm, the falchion now unsheath'd. 
His voice so stem (love was not in the tone) 
Game on her heart like death ; and, faltering, 
At length she cried, " A friend to France I come ! 
Wolfe climbs the heights of Abraham, and seeks 
The city." Fix'd in awe, she stood unmoved ; 
The growing light was fearful in her eye : 
He gazed upon her, never had he seen 
Her hax belbre, never a face so feii — 
So mild, so sad, so innocent ! She seem'd 
The gentle angel of the dead, ordain'd 
To bear the virgin-spirit to its home 
Etemal ; and if beauty could have moved 
His stem, ambitious heart, sure he had loved 
That heavenly pensiveness. He stood — he look'd — 
He answer'd not ; he tum'd in thought away. 
Slow grew the light, the darkness dimly waned, 
And on the mountains walk'd the dawn thro' flowers, 
When Montcalm's eye shrank, dark from what it 

fear'd— 
The banner'd cross, high on the vanquish*d heights, 
Oer bright steel waving red, and England's host, 
Embattled, like a crimson fortress vast, 
Cresting the eminence with hostile arms. 

\Miy bends Miranion o'er a soldier's couch ? 
To kiss the pillow of her warrior love. 
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Her he:ut is fiird with joy, which, soon to fade, 
Painteth her pale cheek with a cherub's glow ; 
And for a moment she forgets hersei C 
Eise» lall Miraiiion of the pensive smile ! 
Rise, stately vestal, from thy warrior's couch 1 
Soon shalt thou tremble o*er Ihy countcd beads, 
And, faltering, listen in thine eaxnest prayer, 
Teiling lo heaven, to heaven alone, thy love; 
And vainly calUng every samt to save. 
He is not fallen yet ! But t*CT that sun 
Shall set and risei one kLss, ihy first and last, 
On Montcalm^s lip thy breaking heart shall print ; 
Nor shall ihe unfeeling taunt of prudeiy 
Flush poor Miranion^s faded cheek with shanie. 
** My hcro ! " shalt thou say, ** for ever mint l 
My soul in this chÜl kiss hath wedded Üiee/* 
Then shalt thou grasp his hand fast, with a look 
*r!iat almust might awake the illustrious dead. 
Hut erc grief close thine eyes for ever, one 
Proud si^cctacle, one long procession more, 
Shalt thou behold^sad, sJoWj funereal pomp, 
And nations weeprng o*cr thy Monicalm's bien 
The Victor vanquish^d 1 That competitor 
Worthy of Britaiii*s Wolfe — less fortunate, 
Not less heroic — ^doom'd alike to fall 
Immortal both 1 Equal their love of fame ; 
Thek genius equal, and their scom of death* 
Then, when the mid-day torches shalJ no more 
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Cast the dim gloom of mockery on the slain ; 
Although no marble teils where thou are laid, 
Miranion, night shall love the lonely spot, 
The Stars shall look in silence on its flowers, 
The moon-beams there shall slumber, and the dews 
Weep o'er a hapless virgin's modest grave. 
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Amid the moss'd old forest's loneliness, 

To warn the future poet, and to wake 

The tender thought, these lines a studious youth 

Caned on this tree. Haply some man of mind, 

Hereafter, may the rhymeless verses read, 

And drop amid the druid solitude 

The tear that angels envy. Chatterton 

Lived but to die — perchance without a prayer ! 

A sable angel, tearing her own heart 

Wiih dreadful transport, lured him to her arms ! 

These ^ilds will see no more his hopeless smile ; 

No more the moon-beam in his dewy eye 

Will glisten ; and no more the cloudless night 
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Hear, from her starry throne, his lonely Steps 1 
O God ! forgive him, though he ask*d thee not ! 



II, 

Stop, man, and read ! A nameless person — one 

Whom the gay sons of proud frivolity 

Knew not, and therefore scom'd not — slumbers here ; 

His life was one long day of misery ; 

Yet sank he not beneath the load of life. 

His tested soul, with holy quietness, 

Smiled at the malice of adversity, 

And rose on wings of humble faith to God. 

Reader, do thou resemble this poor man 

In all things but his fortunes. Go and speed ! 



in. 

Now nought is mine 1 Yet, what I had, I have ! 
The wings that bore my soul from earth to heaven ! 
And still, untired, through fields of amplitude, 
The pinions of my fervour shall advance 
With growing swiftness ; for beneath his throne — 
Whom seeking, my soul soars unsatisfied — 
Time lowly bends, and Power, the giant, kneels, 
While Harmony proclaims her Father's name. 
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MY FIRST SONNET. 



Hail to the Christian I Bold is he, to stand 
On danger's rock, undaunted, to pursue 
The paths of right What power shall him subdue ? 

Not thine, all-shunn'd Misfortune ! though thy hand 

Waves the keen edge of hiinger as a brand ; 
Nor thine, Prosperity, whose magic dew 
Melts the iced rock to water ! He shall view 

Th* elect of God, with them walk hand in hand. 
His emblem is the mountain, capp'd with snow, 

And gnarVd with forests ; by tempestuous fire 
Above scourged vainly ; and assail'd below 

By ocean's vainly storm-conflicting ire ; 

Th* Etemal Mountain I that, while tides shall flow, 

Will commune with the stars, and bid his pines aspire. 
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To Edward Lytton Bulwer, Esq., who helped me whcn I 
was helpless and unknown, I beg leave to dedicate this 
Poem. 



WoRLD-LiGHTiNG flambcau of that awfiil One 
Whose greatness thought hath not conceived ! thou 

bright 
And ruby-hair'd similitude of might 
Omniscient yet invisible and lone ; 
The stillness of all power upon bis throne — 
The life of life — whose fountain none can teil ! 
Thou flar'st o'er ocean's nation-girding streams 
Fearless of change, as though, indeed, thy beams 
Were of the etemal, uncreated light. 
High, not secure ! bright, not unchangeable ! 
What dost thou see above, around, below ? 
Unweeping pride and pleasure only ? No ! 
Vicissitude and min are to thee 
Familiär. Prospercr ! thou look'st on me 
And feePst no pity. But thyself shalt fade, 
Extinguish'd, as a taper. He who made 
Can unmake all things. He who reigns alone, 
The sole unrivaird — He whose buming throne 



TITE EXILS. 



«7 



I* wlied*d on suns^^shalt qiiench thee with a frown, 

And casf thy dusi beneath hi§ axk down ; 

Cnnh'd, thou shalt roll no more. No wrinkk yei 

Or «ge insulu thy bcauty. Thou art bright 

As vmM'% vain yoitth, with harlot joys beset, 

MTbo layifc, while love, m ecstasy divin e^ 

Seals his warm chcek with Ups that glow Uke thme, 

** AQp foftunc sbül be splendid as thy light'* 

Tboii kughiiig parcnt of ihe woful years ! 

Hcficet wltli thy beam;; that mock the sorrowing 

htartl 
Iq iiQ thy pogeantry of Hamef depait I 
Aod Ict me commune with sad night tn teais. 



Imget^ in the goi^eous west, 
O^er capes that smik tike islands of the blesi^d ; 
Bis red oib biggens as bis beanis fctire, 
And Wide Potamac undulates in fire ; 
Whßc giant clouds, that o'er bis hiUs aspire^ 
Ciirtain the sctting sun^ whose broad brow glow^ 
As LT he wUh*d^ g^^ii^g i^ transport deep, 
To IooIe sweet evenlng into blushing sktp ; 
And, erc he slumljcr'd, kiss her in repose — 
TbcQ sink to golden rest, Above thy tide, 
Wad liver I oo Uie hcadtands at thy sidc, 
Vfieäk itnioing eye, ihe Exile, Alfred^ Stands, 
And thlnks« with fevxr'd miuI^ of distant land^ ; 
VOIp I. c 
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Thinks of loved England, whence, by terror led, 
Escaped from Worcester's fetal fight, he fled, 
And sought in desert woods, o'er ocean cross'd, 
To cherish life, when all its joys were lost 
Dear to that Exile now are meraory's tales, 
For now they speak of Avon's dewy dales — 
Sweet scenes, whose pleasures he no more may share, 
And her, his love, who moums deserted there. 

iij. 
He saw eve's beamy purple fede away ; 
He watch'd the changeful clouds tili all was grey ; 
He Started — " Twas the waving grass ! " he said, 
" I am not watch'd : or, fluttering overhead, 
Did the owl Start the oriole from rest ? 
The humming-bird reposes on the flower ; 
Fragrance drinks freshness in her richest bower ; 
High roosts the turkey ; on Potomac's breast 
The mallard sleeps ; and here the rattlesnake, 
Couch'd on his coils — the desert's deadly pest ! 
The buU-frog booms not yet ; all accentless, 
The listening wave doth not a pebble shake ; 
Nor doth a sound disturb the loneliness 
Of Nature in her slumbers ; nor a breeze 
Skim o'er the boundless forest, to awake 
The tempest-braving pine of centuries ; 
And, while the stars that giiard the tranquil skies 
Ix)ok down in silence on the silent trees, 
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High on the mountain's crest the lonely cloud 
Rqx>ses, like a giant in his shroud : 
How silently ! Haply, at this sweet hour, 
In England, to the purple-blossom'd heath 
The sun-tann'd peat-man plods ; while every bower 
Weeps in the eye of mom, the drover wakes 
With dewy locks ; and, while his plaid he shakes, 
(Jer cruropled grass unbathed by midnight showör, 
Calls his tried dog that lurks the thom beneath — 
Roused by whose voice, the bird that loves the sky 
Sheds bright pearls from his clover canopy, 
And, soaring, sings ! And, o'er her fragrant pail, 
More sweetly sings the milk-maid in the vale ; 
And the mist lessens on the distant sea ; 
And o*er the rooky grove the smoke curls slow ; 
And fair the halcyon is on writhen tree, 
WTiose giant arms Stretch where the rock is riven ; 
But fairer far, on quivering waves below, 
Are rock, tree, halcyon, and serenest heaven. 
Oh, bless'd is he, who, arm'd with dusky gun, 
Sees on Britannian wastes the moor fowl run, 
Or, flying, fall ! Oh, bless'd who hears the bells 
Sound o'er the dewy smile of Albion's dells, 
While age, and youth, and blissful love repair 
To sabbath Service, country wake, or fair ! 
But is my injured Emma happy there ? '' 



c 2 




He spake in tears of sweetiy mingled pain : 

What ihough the heart that nurses love is fatn 

To build in darkness bis un social seat ? 

WTiat though he loves the deserlspirit's sigh ? 

Ilte lear that Visits seldom his md eye, 

Though Vife hath swceter tears, may yet be sweet 

Peasive and pale, retum'd he to hts farrn^ 

Where wealth was his» but not conteDtmenfs charm ; 

And asj with pausing Tootsteps, he came near, 

Sad tones, that spake of withcrM joys once dear— 

1 ones that hts heart acknowledged— met his ear» 

And retrospection drank of aconite. 

A moment blank he stood, then onward flew ; 

Rut, as with ligbtning blast cd, back he drew ; 

And, trembling, gazed- — on what appalting sigh: ? 

No dysky daughter of the buming day, 

Shrank frora the slave-herd's whip, uplifted higlr ; 

On no dark maid of fennd Africa 

Oloated that scourger's Algercnian eye ; 

But, bom where men are free and maids are fair, 

Fiom happy Albion wafted ü'cr the wave, 

And late arrived, a convict and a slave» 

Was she für whose wild shrick he hungernd there ; 

And on her check of woe the rose had been, 

To Alfred's tongue words came not ; but there came 

Strength ta his arm, and to bis splrit flame. 
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He lush'd the mourner and the pang belween ; 
And« sbmn'd bcneadi his blow, the staveherd sank, 
Aod rose, and feil, and rose again, and drank 
Not iritli hls qres bis victim's statting blood, 
Bm, coughing, drank his own, and ghastly stCMxl, 
Tbcn, ikint^ the convict lotternd to her slied ; 
Her sable sisters, weeping, sta/d her tread, 
And bid on leaves of maize her languid head, 
Where soon^ by sad drcams vUiled, she slept, 
Aod wildly^ iq her broken stumbers, wept 



Vi 

Ita Atttä siept not On hts Kpint broke 
A Craabkd light ; and in his heart awoke 
The power that smiles to see the gloom increase. 
And. sfcepmg on ihc thunder» drearas of peace. 
And boUcst itillness — the stonn's angel, Hopc« 
Oh* >cft of her, could man, the insect^ cope 
Wiih di^ness, dread, and danger? He arose, 
Le&ving the maltrass of his pale unrest^ 
And walk'd into the cool and midnight air, 
That irhisiicrd to the wildness of his breast, 
like spidt Irom the Islands of repose^ 
And atiEio«t lull'd to sleep the demon» Care, 
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Oarkness was spread o*er half the sky, The moon 
SIept on her sea of Mue. The stars appear^d 
To dream around her, in night 's awful uoon ! 
Wild lightnings, fluttering distant, fringed with fire 
The growing darkness of the ^xaihful west ; 
And, on sublime Potomac^s troubled breast, 
('onvolved in seeming agony and ire, 
The red reflectlon, Wke a dragon, bum'd. 
And lliough the coraing thundcr was not heard, 
Yet, on tht; breezeless sky perturb*d, in dread 
The sHent b^^ar bis gleaming eye-balls tum'd ; 
Hoarse croak'd the eagie on the mountain's head ; 
The buffalo, in ominous horror low'd ; 
The storm-fiend whisperd from his desert cave ; 
The forest shiidder*d ; the tumukuous cloud 
Wander'd in heav'n ; black roird the moaning wave 



I^ne stood the cabin of the pallid slave ; 
And, through the door unclosed, a pine-torch cast 
Its wrinkling beam. With trembling knees, he pass'd 
Bcfore the wan Ught thrice, then stood to gaxe. 
She slumber'd still, and still she wept in sleep, 
VVbile o^er her sad face gleani*d the feeble blaze. 
He enter'd^and he coiild not dioose but weep ; 
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For^ IUI he bent above her faded frame, 

la miniiiiriqg accents ^mt, she sigh'd his name. 

" EmmSL l'* he lald ; but faltermgly he spuke, 

.4i>d kUs'tl her brow ; agatn — and she awoke, 

And shrid^'d, and rose half up, convulsed with fear * 

ThcDt tuemblingi tum^d, and hid her face in shame* 

Btll lic;^ with sooihing würds, and many a tcar^ 

S{nke to her woe, btdding her yet be glad, 

And quesdon'd of her destiny severe, 

Aod hoW| and why, she me£ a doom so sad ? 

Stkc did not Uft her eye— she fcard to look 

Ob him wbo t&lk'd of comfort—but it came ; 

FoTt like & swect ronember'd vision, stole 

Ha tooits of pity on her drooping soid ; 

Of, likc thc liquid music of the brook 

To tfaiist's iijamvd ear, whcn the ünseen waters creep 

Beneath Ihe blossotning mnbrage of the vale, 

Kmoog icwers dear to woe^ that love to weep. 

And thtis she told her melancholy tale, 

Whik, o*er tfte hut, loud inoan'd the fncreasing gale, 

Aad iieaft:r Ihunder chosed the llghtning pale* 



VHT. 

*' Oh, thou ait good ! I did not hope to hcM 
The voice of kindnc«ä in ihis land of fear, 
My lo^e wccit to thc war^ and came not back ; 
Prhioe Charicst ihcy said# was woi^tcd in the sirife : 
Auoittt I «%tch'd Oll expectatioa's nck -, 
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But Alfred fled beyond the sea for life. 

Soon I became — a mother ! — ^not a wife I 

My wrathful parents spum'd me from their door. 

Oh, cherish'd like the choicest garden flower, 

And nurtured on the breast of tendemess, 

And all unusM to the evil hour, 

How should their silk-clad daughter £ace distress? 

Where should the out-cast Emma lay her head? 

I sought and found a little lowly shed, 

Where long we lived, resign'd and calm, though 

poor: 
My active needle eamed our daily bread. 
But, sickness, then, by famine follow'd came : 
My hungry boy look'd up for food, and pined I 
My wearying task was profitless ; my frame 
Enfeebled by disease, unnerved my mind. 
I would not beg the alms of charity, 
Nor ask the legal dole of paupery ; 
No, I did worse, far worse — Heaven pardon me ! 
Thou wouldst not think that Emma once was fair ; 
Yet fair she was, or Env/s seif hath lied ; 
And she had still some sweet and drooping charms ; 
But she had still some virtue, and some pride. 
I tum'd abhorrent from lust's venomous arms ; 
How am/d I clasp pollution to my heart? 
I wept, and pra/d, but want would not depart ; 
And my boy's asking look, so pale and sad, 
Drove me, in one unhappy moment, mad. 
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g;Iiter of ihe rieh a^d free, 
WlHi anriet IcM:»ks and bounty, came to me. 
Oh, how 1 envied then the spotless maid, 
Wlio jmss^d me, blushing, and almost afraid t 
Spam'd by the base, scarce pitied by the good, 
Alfiction rush'd iipon me, like a flood. 
No aid wiihüut, and woDt and woe mthin ; 
Öaertcd— ah, uo ! left — by htm I loved ; 
Mjf Kfc*s life was that boy, the chiSd of sio ! 
%lmt moihei's heart could see his teaiB unmoved ? 
I paim*d ibe »tolen silk I — detected — tried 
In the throng'd court I stood, half petrified, 
Aad tliere was doom'd beyand the billowy tide, 
Ofi wäd Columbias shore of teors to groan. 



B tlie stmnd I slood—and not alonet 
Biit cluiD*d to üthefs, Uke in crime and faie, 
.\iid fcmaJe, too, though lost to femak fears— 
A tnisi appmach'd, more old in grief than yeais, 
Aad kiss'd the fetier'd band he bathed with tcars, 
Aod, ^tering, strove, but strove m vain^ to speak. 
Oh, hc was changcd ! but Emma kitew him well ; 
Aöd with him came forgiveness, tbough too late. 
Bm wbcQ he a&k'd forgiveness of bis child, 
His gttilly chüd» 1 ihought my heart would break ! 
And wlien I bade hlm to my mother bear 
A lock of haptcss Emma's golden hair — 



26 THE EXILE.- 

A kiss from one so lost — ^and pra/d him teil 
If she, too, had the sinful one forgiv'n — 

God ! in more than agony, he stniUdy 
Then raved, amid bis tears, in laughter wild ! 
* Emma,' he said, ' thy mother is in Heav'n, 
Brought to the grave with sorrow — not by thee — 
It was God's will ! and none from sin are free.' 
Again he kiss'd me, and he tum'd to go ; 

But no — poor Emma would not have it so ; 
He saw the boy on whom my sad eye feil, 
And kiss'd my little Alfred — then — farewell ! 

1 saw him not, but sobb'd, in sorrow blind. 

And heard his faint ' God bless thee ! ' in the wind« 



X. 

** Ah, surely in that hour I should have died, 
But that my boy clung fondly to my side, 
And, not in vain, to soothe his mother tried ! 
Then came a thought which nature could not bear : 
* What ! take him from me ? ' shriek'd my heart's 

despair. 
But little Alfred left the land with me ; 
And, while the tall ship nish'd into the sea, 
He säte, and smiled upon his mother's knee, 
Pleased with the sails, the motion, and the deep. 
The billows seem'd to rock my cares to sleep. 
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OK thetc was comfort in thc dreadful thought 

Thfti ßir from hüfrpiest England I shotild go, 

Wliefir nonc who knew mt coiüd bebold tnj woe, 

To taimt thr shamc Uiat want and sin had brought ; 

Aod tiiat ihe poor companions of my way 

Wat wfetcbes too, bat I I^ss vüü thon ihey 1 

I kfwtA I0 «Elf lipon the auy deck, 

WUlc swcUd ihe inootiUght hcavVis» withotit a sp€ck, 

{ytt oceaa without wrinkle : and I loved, 

Whiie sUr-ligHt only glimme r'd through tbc clouds. 

And« »Tow-likc» and billow4jome, wc movcd, 

To ticar th€ freah gaie whislle in the shrouds, 

And scc ihc nmit^ waves eacli other chase, 

Läe ftuntng coursers in the endless race. 

Tlien, with delighted terror, finom the prow, 

Htgh oa the tnountain billow*s siimmit curFd^ 

Down iDok'd 1 on thc wat\y vales below. 

Thai, likc a tcnanlless and hopcJess world, 

fiUTcn and bUek, and deepenmg chilly, frovr-n'd. 

Aod, on that fax land» whither I was bound» 

Eathtistast Hope bchcld. nor whip, nor chains ; 

Bot hiU and shadowy vale seetn'd fatty ground. 

And grov« clysian dcck'd the teonlng plabis ; 

And atiy 6ngers fonn'd, with many a flower 

Of duicet brcath, & visionary bower ; 

And thcTC my Ginc>* wandernd with my child^ 

And »w him «trivc, with Itfted hand, to reach 

The gfApc*s dark luxury, or the glowbg peach ; 
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And Peace walk'd with us through the balmy wfld, 
Look'd on my teais, nor only look'd, but smiled. 



XI. 

'^ O Heaven ! thou shouldst, according to the load, 
Apportion strength to bear it on the road ! 
My boy refused his food, foigot to play, 
And sicken'd on the waters, day by day. 
He smiled more seldom on his mother's smile ; 
He prattled less, in accents void of guile, 
Of that wild land, beyond the golden wave, 
Where I, not he, was doom'd to be a slave 1 
Cold o'er his limbs a listless languor grew ; 
Paleness came o'er his eye of placid blue ; 
Pale moum'd the lily, where the rose had died. 
And timid, trembling, clung he to my side. 
He was my all on earth. Oh, who can speak 
The anxious mother's too prophetic woe, 
Who sees death feeding on her dear child's cheek, 
And strives in vain to think it is not so ? 
Ah ! many a sad and sleepless night I pass'd, 
O'er his couch listening, in the pausing blast, 
While on his brow, more sad from hour to hour, 
Droop'd wan dejection, like a fading flower ! 
At length, my boy seem'd better, and I slept — 
Oh, soundly ! but, methought, my mother wept 
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O'cr her poor Emam, «md, in accents low, 
Said, *Ali ! why do I weep? and weep in vain 
For üoe a^a lovcd, so lost ? Emma» thy pain 
Dniws lo a dose ! c*en now is rent in twain 
Tbe loveliest ünk Chat binds thy breast to woc. 
Soon, broken hczi% we soon shall maet again ! ' 
Theo 0*0' my face her freezing band shc cross'd. 
And, hendii^, lass'd me, with her lip of frost 
I «aked ; and, at my side-^)h I still and cold l — 
Oh I whal a tale that dreadful chillness told I 
ShriekiJig, I stHfted up, in terror wild ; 
Afais ! and had I lived to drcad my chüd ? 
Eagef , I snatch'd him from his swinging bed ; 
His iimbs wcne stiff— he movcd not — he was dead ! 



XIL 

**0 Wt me weep I— what moiher would not weep 
To tec her child commitied to the deep ? — 
AQ lifdess, o'er his marbte forebead rolPd, 
The tKtrd night saw his locks repose in gold. 
Methmks 'twas moonttght^ and a torch cast wide 
1^ Isndionfd ladiance o'er the umberd tide, 
Ai «in tm deck he lay, serenely fair, 
And, oh ! so Uke his sire ! that man of care, 
(Frkii home, and hopc, and all he lovcd, im^^eird,) 
WliQ Qc'er hif child, in life^ or death, beheld, 
Attd omid not come, my breaking beart to share ! 
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No moumful flowers, by weeping fondness laid, 
Nor pink, nor rose, droop'd on his breast display'd, 
Nor half-blown daisy, in his little band. 
Wide was the field around, but 'twas not land. 
His features wore a sweet and pensive grace, 
And death was beauty on his silent face. 
No more his sad eye look'd me into tears 1 
Closed was that eye beneath his pale cold brow ; 
And on his calm lips, which had lost their glow, 
But which, though pale, seem'd half unclosed to 

speak, 
Loiter^d a smile, like moonlight on the snow. 
I gazed upon him still — not wild with fears — 
Gone were my fears, and present was despair ! 
But, as I gazed, a little lock of hair, 
Stirr'd by the breeze, play'd, trembling, on his cheek : 
O God ! my heart ! — I thought life still was there ! 
But, to commit him to his watery grave, 
O'er which the winds, unwearied mourners, rave — 
One, who strove darkly sorrow's sob to sway, 
Upraised the body ; thrice I bade him stay ; 
For still my wordless heart had much to say. 
And still I bent, and gazed, and, gazing, wept 
At last, my sisters, with humane constraint, 
Held me, and I was calra as dying saint ; 
While the stem weeper lower'd into the sea 
My ill-starr'd boy I deep — buried deep he slept. 
And then I look'd to heav'n in agony. 
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And pra/d to end my pilgrimage of pain, 

That I might meet my beauteous boy again ! 

Ohf had he lived to reach this wretched land, 

And then expired — I would have bless'd the Strand. 

But, where my poor boy lies I may not lie ; 

I cannot come, with broken heart, to sigh 

Cycr bis loved dust, and strew with flowers bis turf ; 

His pillow hath no cover but the surf ! 

I may not pour the soul drop from mine eye 

Near his cold bed ; he slumbers in the wave ! 

Oh, I will love the sea, because it is his grave I " 



XIII. 

VVceping, she saw not him whose swimming eye 
O'erflowed with bittemess and agony ; 
But, when he smote his breast with frenzied force, 
And, stamping, cursed himself in dread remorse ; 
Thcn Started she — as one who sleeps with pain 
O'erwearied Starts awake, but sleeps again ; 
And soon, more calm, with alternd voice, she said- 
" Perhaps my boy had lived, had Alfred stay'd ! 
Ah ! wherefore fled he, hopeless and afraid ? 
And, ah I why fled not Emma at his side ? 
I on the scaffold would with him have died. 
Without a look, a kiss, a tear, he went ; 
Unheard by Emma, every prayer he sent 
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To heav^n, (while grim Mischance stood by, and 

smiled,) 
To bless the mother of his unbom child ! 
Nor after weeks, and months, and moumful years, 
Did his dear letter, long, and stain'd with tears, 
Bring to her bosom, o'er the waters wide, 
Comfort and hope, which nought could bring beside ! 
Alas ! he fled not, but at Worcester died I" 



XIV. 

" O blame him not! " exclaim'd the self-blamed youth, 
" If he has err'd, forgive his fault, forgive ! 
And canst thou doubt thy Alfred*s love and truth ? 
And deem him false, who lives to bid thee live ? 
We both live, Emma, happier days to see ; 
Behold, 'tis Alfred*s seif, preserved for thee ! 
Come to my heart ! thou still art all to me." 



XV. 

Ah, clasp'd he death ? or did she lifeless seem ? 

Slackening his grasp, he stoop'd but heard no sigh ! 

Then paleness blush'd ; and life's retuming beam 

Relumed the &ded azure of her eye. 

Faintly she strove to clasp him to her side. 

" Was it, indeed, my angeVs voice ? " she cried ; 




1 



THE EXfLm 33 

''And wilt thöu take the convict to thy breast? 
And BhftO tise vile, the autcast, the oppress'd, 
Tlie poof and Irodden wonn^ agaia be bless'd ? 
Ali, i»o, ao*— heav^ ordameth otherwise i 
Mf lovc t — we meet ioo late ! — thy Emma dies." 

XVI. 

Ttmtf with cksp'd himds, and fervent heaits disniay'i 
TiMf ibe mi^t live for hitn, both mutely pray d. 
Bot, o'er their silencc bursl ihe heavy blast ; 
And, unpp'd in darknesst the sky-torrent pass'd ; 
And down the gi;mts of the forest dash'd ; ^ 

Aad,* pik as day, the night with Hghtning flash'd ; 
Aad^ tiiroq^ awcd heav^n, a peal, that might have 

been 
Tlic fipiomi diige of suns and Systems, crash'd : 
Mam dreadf more near, the bright bhie blaxe was 

follovrmg pealj wUh direr paijse between. 
Oh the wild light she lum'd her wUder eye, 
And gr^p'd bis hands, in dying agony, 
FaM, and stOl &sier, as the Üash rush'd by. 
'* Spare me 1 '* shc cried " Oh, thou destroying rod t 
HaiL ! *lis ibe voice of unforgiving Cod ! — 
A mollicr murdefdf aod a &m m woe 1 
Alfred, the deed was mtne ! for thee, for thee, 
I brolce her hoyt, and ttim'd bis locks to snow [ 
Hatk l "tts the roaring of the mighty sea 1 
VOL. L i> 
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Lo, how the motmtain-billows faU and rise ! 

And whtle thetr rage, beneath the howling nighti 

Lifts my boy's tresses to the wÜd moonlight, 

Yet doth the wretch, th' imwedded mother, live, 

\Vho, for those poor unvalued locks would give 

All, sav€ her hope to kiss them in the skie^ l 

But see ! he rises from his wat'ry bed, 

And at his guilty mother shakes his head ! 

There, dost thou see him, blue and shivering stand, 

And hfl at thee his little threatening hand ? 

Ohj dreadful ! — Hold me 1 — Catch nie !— Die with 

rae I — 
Alas ] that must not, and it shoutd not be ! 
No~— pray that both our sins may be forgiv'n ; 
Thcn CQine ] and heaVn will — ^wÜl indeed bc heav*n I** 

XVII. 

He feit her slackening grasp his band forego, 
jAnd grasp*d more firmly hers, in speechless woe* 
Quiver*d her cheek, with death*s convulsions streak'd : 
Still gased he*— all was fix'd l he started up^ and 
shiiek'd. 



XVUI. 



No sound is heard, save of the brook increased ; 
The weary cloud is stilL The blast hath ceased 
To rend the wildly fluctuating sky, 
And tear the tall pine from bis place on high. 
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Meek qoiet on ihc frcsheny verdure sleeps ; 
Less &equcnt« from the beauteous cedar weeps 
l*he beavy nüti*<lrop on thc flower beneath ; 
And, hinter round thc hilh, the dying gale 
Mufmurs the reqtiiem of departed night ; 
IVhüe, hhe bless- d isles, ihe woods eraerge in light, 
In plactd Ughtf Mi as the brow of death 
O'er whkli that moumer bends, so lost and pale. 
** Vjnxn^ how sweet the calm Uiat foUows Stomas 1 
Hern sweet to sieep in tears, and wake in jicav^n ! " 
Mom »oon will smtle on Naturc's drooping channi» 
And smooth the tresses which the night hath riven ; 
Bqi jio sttn sball arise that UTetch to cheer ; 
Alai ! hm giief despaii^ and hath no tear ! 
From heaVn's deep blae» the stars stea], one by one ; 
Pil« iad^ the mooti — still pal er — she is gone* 
M yct, no cnarshaird douds in splendour roU'd, 
Sce^ on Polonmc's breast their minor'd gold ; 
Yet, eastward, lo I ih' horizon, forest-fiinged, 
losbe» — and dusky heights are niby-tinged ! 
» I tike a wafrior in impatient ire. 
Od mailed steed^ fire-scarf d, and helm'd with fire^ 
Fofth ildes the sun, in buming beauty strong, 
Hiitlii^ his bright shaits, as he daits along 1 
Ob, not more splendidly emerged the mom 

I Ugbt, and Itfe, and bUsäful love were bom, 
l dajp and bcatuy, ere bis woes began, 
i fiffst dysiiim on the soul of man, 

D 2 
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THE EXILE. 



And — while no cloud in stillest heav*n was seen — 

O'er ocean's waveless magnitude serene, 

Rose, all on flame his vital lace to run, 

In dreadless youth, how proudly rose that sun ! 

And, see ! o*er Emma-s still and snowy cheek 

There comes a glow, ethereal, heav'nly, meek, 

As if a lily blush'd to meet the light 1 

But what, wan Exile ! may be said to thee ? 

Look'st thou on death ? then death is &ir to see. 

The simbeams mingle with her lifeless hair; 

From her closed eye a tear is stealing slow ; 

Liffe seems to linger on the silence there, 

Like fragrance in a gather'd rose of snow; 

But, oh I that kiss of ice ! — despair 1 — despair ! — 

Ah ! woods and waves, and heav'n and earth are 

bright; 
But on the hopeless Exile's heart — 'tis night ! 
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To oy fn«! Maftef, Robert Soutitey, wKo Cdndescended to 
tisKii flfie Ibe An of P*etry, l tnost rcspectfully dedicate this 



SCEKE — Imsids qf m dungtan^ in a ßsirtss ün ihe 

FI «dutif »/ Nrnway. Botbwell skeping, Rhtnvalt 
ft^^m»^* Arm^h a inirred windm^ m iht rocks^ and 
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JtMm Spkndour in heaven, and borrof oti the 
inatnl 
SrnisTtinc and storm at once — a troübied day. 
Ckxids roll in brightness, and descend in rain. 
How the waves msli tnto ihe rocky bay, 
^^^^^^ Üi' etemal baniers of the land I 
And oc^o*s &ce is like a battle plami 
Whöc giaat dcmons combat hand to band ; 
Whik, 3UI their voic^ü sink and swell agaLn, 
PcMse, list^fnicig on the lainbow, bends in pain. 
Wbcfie b the voice, whose stillness man^s hcait hcars, 
lifce dream'dof music, wordless, soll, and low ? 
TTi« moe, which dries on Soiroir's check her tear% 
Otp kit slie perish, bids the cuirent fiow ? 
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That voice the whirlwind in his rage reveres ; 

It bids the blast a tranquil sabbath keep : 

Lonely as death, harmonious as the spheres, 

It whispers to the wildness of the deep, 

Till, cabn as cradied habe, the billows sleep. 

Oh, careless of the tempest in his ire, 

Blush, ruby glow of westem heaVn I Oh, cast 

The hue of roses, steep'd in liquid fire, 

On ocean in his conflict with the blast, 

And quiver into darkness, and retire. 

And let wild day to calmest night subside ; 

Let the tired sailor from his toil respire, 

The drench'd flag hang, unmoving, o'er the tide, 

And, pillow'd on still clouds, the whirlwind ride ! 

Then, Queen of Silence, robe thee, and arise. 

And, through the barr^d loop of this dungeon old, 

Visit, once more, its inmate's blasted eyes ! 

Let him again, though late, thy light behold ! 

Soulless, not sightless, have his eye-balls roU'd, 

Alike, in light and darkness, desolate. 

The storm beat on his heart — he feit no cold ; 

Summer look'd on him, from heaven's fiery gate — 

Shivering, he scowrd, and knew not that he scowrd. 

Unweeping, yet perturb'd ; his bed a stone ; 

Bonds on his body — on his mind a spell ; 

Ten years in solitude, (yet not alone,) 

And conscious only to the inward hell ; 

Here hath it been his hideous lot to dwelL 
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Eul betv^ can bid the spirif s gloom depart, 
Caa cluse from hm tom soul the demon feil, 
Asd, whispering, find a listener in his heart, 
O Ict him weep again I then, tearless dwell« 
la lus ^jkf narrow home, uiming by passing bell ! 

[A hi^ pause, Loud thunder; and, afler an 
inUrt'oI, thundtr hcard rtmoU^ 

storro hath ceased. The sun is set : the trees 
Are &iD to slanaber ; and, on ocean's breast, 
How softly, yct how solemnly, the breeze, 
Wxih tmperceived gradaiion, sinks to rest ! 
No %'okc, no sound is on the ear inipress'd ; 
Tvilight U weeping o*er the pensive rose ; 
Hie 9lOiit slumbers, coil'd up in his nest \ 
Tbe grosbeak on the ow^s perch seeks repose ; 
And o*€x the heights» behold I a pale light glows. 
Wiked by tbe tmt, up Springs the startled snake ; 
Tlie cloud*s edge brightens— lo, the mooni and 

gfove. 
And trce, and shiub, bathed in her beams, awakc, 
Wiih tresses cluster'd like the locks of love. 
Bebold ! the ocean's tremor ! slowly move 
The doud-like sails ; and, as their way they urge» 
Faiicf tnight almost deem she saw, above» 
The sturamer'i chasten'd hues; bright sieeps the 

Aud daf k the rocks, on ocean's glittering verge. 
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Now lovers meet, and labour's task is done. 

Now stillness hears the breathing heifer. Now 

Heav'n's azure deepens ; and, where rock-rills run, 

Rest on the shadowy mountain's aiiy brow 

Clouds that have ta'en their &rewell of the sun ; 

While cabnness, reigning o'er that wintry clime, 

Pauses and listens ; — ^hark ! the evening gun ! 

Oh, hark ! — ^the sound expires ! and silence is sublime. 

Moonlight o'er ocean's stiUness ! on the crest 

Of the poor maniac, moonlight ! — He is calm ; 

Calmer he soon will be in endless rest : — 

O, be thy coolness to his brow as bahn. 

And breathe, thou fresh breeze, on his buming breast ! 

For memory is retiuning to his brain ; 

The dreadful past, with worse than woe impress'd ; 

And torturing time's etemity of pain ; 

The curse of mind retums I O take it back again ! 

[A longpause^ during which he bends anxiously aver 
Bothwell.] 

Alas ! how flutteringly he draws his breath ! 

Both. My blessed Mary ! 

Rhifu Calmer he appears — 

Sad, fatal Symptom ! swift approaches death. 

Both, Mary I a hand of fire my bosom sears. — 
Oh do not leave me ! — Heavenly Mary I — years, 
Ages of torture pass'd, and thou cam'st not ; 
I waited still, and watch'd, but not in tears ; 
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I cxrald not weep ; mine eycs are dry and bot» 
Aod Long, loi^ sincet to shed a tear forgoL 
A vord I tbough it coademn mc !— stay ! she*s gone l 
Gone I a£id to eonie no more I [Ife /mnis.] 

MA/m, Ahi b it so ? 

Hts pOgrimage is o'ci, hii task is done ; 
How i^itiily still he lies ! yet hts eyes glow, 
Ai wilh stmiige meanbig. Troubled spirit, go 1 
How threateniogly his teeth arc clench'd ! how fast 
Hc clocdies hjs grasp'd hair ! — hush ! — breathless ? 

NoJ 
Ltfe still ts here, thoügh withering hope be pasl ; 
Cöinc, bridcgroum of despair ! and be this sigh his 
last 
SM. "kliere am I T \\~hat att thou ? 
Mim Call me a friend, 

this a. prisoiL 
\ ÄA Voice of torture, ceaie 1 — 

it retnnis I — ^teirißc vision, end l — 
Whcn was it ? Yestenky ? no matter — ^peace 1 
I da remember, and too well, too well l 
Kki/t^ How is it wilh thee ? 
AMri; \V hy will thou offend ?— 

Ha ! an ye ücods of earth, and ye of hell, 
I sttdf um awakc 1 Thine äuget send, 
tTuM, Kiog of TciTürs calFd, and break this hidcous 
speUl 
Xkitk A tear? and shed by thee? 
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Both, I breathed in fiame ; 

The sleepless worm of wrath was busy here ; 
When — ah, it was a dream ! — my lady came, 
Lovely and wan in woe, with the big tear 
To cool my fever'd soul. In love and fear, 
O'er me she bent, as at the Hermitage, 
When (maim'd in conflict with the mountaineer) 
She ki^s'd my wounds, while Damley swell'd with rage ; 
Tears only ! not a word ! she fled ! — and I am here. 
She fled ; and then, within a sable room, 
Methought I saw the headsman and the axe ; 
Andmen stood round the block, with brows of gloom, 
Gazing, yet mute, as images of wax ; 
And, while the victim moved to meet her doom, 
All wept for Mary Stuart. Pale, she bent, 
As when we parted last ; yet towards the tomb 
Calmly she look'd, and, smiling, prayers up sent 
To pitying heav'n. A deep and fearful boom 
Of mutter'd accents rose, when to the ground 
The sever'd head feil bleeding I and, aghast, 
Horror on horror stared. And then a sound 
Sweird, hoarsely yelling, on the sudden blast, 
As of a female voice that mimick'd woe ; 
But, as above that hall of death it pass'd, 
'Twas changed into a Jaugh, wild, suUen, low, 
Like a fiend's growl, who, from heav'n's splendour 

cast, 
Qua& fire and wrath, where pain's red embers glow. 
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Da I not know thee? I*m forgetful grown ; 
Wbcre did 1 see thee ürsi 7 

MifL Here, even here ; 

Thy tcn fears" comrade— still to thee utikno^iL 
In mB that time thou didst not shed a tear 
Uoül this hour. Raviog, with groan on groan, 
Thtm spiak*st o( more than boiror, and tby moan 
Wts lortttre's causic. 0*cr thy forehead hot 
Thjat häßdi wc? c clasp'd ; and still wast thou atone, 
Brooding o*ef things that have been^ and are not, 
Tlioqgh I was with thee, almost tum'd to stone, 
Hee, irlieTe I pined for twenty years before 
Tny ffMHitig 

B^n Thiity yesus a prisoner 1 

Hatf didst thou say? 

iMm* Ay, thirty years and more. 

My wife ! — O iiever may I look on her I 
My children ! 

^B^ih. Didst thou spill man's blood ; or why ? 

IJtkim I Epiitman's blood in battle. Oh^no more, 
Libeny^ shall I bttath thy air on htgh 
Wiiefc tbe doud travels, or along the shore 
Whae the waves frown, like patnots swom to die ! 
I mA Ib* of^iressoo of my native land, 
(Wide waved thcir plumes o^et Norway*s wilds afar,) 
f toet them, breast to breast, and band to hand, 
(yefcomet not vanquish'd, in tbe unequal war ; 
And this ts Frecdatn's grave* 
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Both, Freedom ? Thou fool, 

Deserving chains I Freedom ? — a word to scare 
The sceptred babe. Of thy own dream thou tool 
And Champion, white in foUy ! From me far 
Be rant like thine — of sound a senseless jar. 

Rhin, Say, who art thou that rav'st of murder'd 
kmgs, 
And dafst, before her champion vow'd, profane 
The name of Freedom ? I^ng foigotten things 
To my soul beckon ; and my hand would fidn 
(Stung by thy venom) grasp a sword again, 
In battle with these tyrants ! Gone ? — alas ! 
Tis the death-rattle in the throat — his pain 
Draws to a close. Again ? Dark spirit, pass ! 

Both, Lift, Hfl me up ! that on my buming brain 
The pallid light may shine ! and let me see 
Once more the ocean. Thanks ! Hail, placid deep ! 
Oh, the cold light is comfort ! and to me 
The freshness of the breeze comes like sweet sleep 
To him whose tears his painful pillow steep I 
When last I saw those billows they were red. 
Mate of my dungeon ! know'st thou why I weep ? 
My chariot, and my war-horse, and my bed, 
Ocean, before me swells, iniall its glory spread. 
Lovely ! still lovely Nature ! and a line 
Of quivering beams, athwart the wavy space, 
Runs like a beauteous road to realms divine, 
Ending where sea and stooping heav'n embrace. 
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CTtsp*d with glad smiles in ocean^s aged face ; 
Gemm'd are the ftngers of his wrinkled band. 
likc gUtteiing fishes^ in the wanton race, 
The IkÜe waves leap laughing to the bnd, 
Light following light — an everlasting chase, 
hofftfyt ttill lovely f chatte moon, h thy beam 
Kow kid on Jedburgh's mossy waJls asleep, 
Wbere Mary pined foi tue ; or dost thou gleam 
O'cr Stirlingt where I first, in transport deep, 
Ktfs'd htr bless'd handp when Daraley bade her weep : 
Of o*cr Lmlithgow ajid the bülowg blue, 
Wliere (c^ytured on the forest'Wavmg steep) 
Sfcc slinosl fcar'd my love, so dear and tnie ; 
Or on that sad fidd^ where she could but look adieu ? 
RßkißL Weep on * if thou, indeed, art he whose 
fiune 
Hatli peroed th' obUvion even of this tomb^ 
Where Itfe is buried^ and whose fearfui name 

loves to speak, while o*er thy dootn, 
, be weeps. Did she, whose dmmis make 



AH otbcf beaiity, Scolland's matchless Queen» 
Creilion's wondcr, on that wither'd frame, 
Eiiaffioitr^d smüc ? Sweet tears thcre are, I ween ; 
Speai ihen of her, where tears are shcd more oft ihan 



Seen. 



Pefbaps the aitUt might, wlüi cumung hand. 
tfimk tlie mom oo Maiy^s lip of love; 
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And fancy might before the canvas stand, 

And deem he saw th' unreal bosom move. 

But who could paint her heav'nly soul, which glows 

With more than kindness — the soft thoughts that rove 

Over the moonlight of her heart's repose — 

The wish to hood the falcon, spare the dove, 

Destroy the thom, and multiply the rose ? 

Oh, hadst thou words of fire, thou couldst not paint 

My Mary in her majesty of mind, 

Expressing half the queen and half the saint ! 

Her fancy, wild as pinions of the ^ind, 

Or sky-ascending eagle, that looks down, 

Calm, on the homeless cloud he leaves behind ; 

Yet beautiful as freshest flower füll blown, 

That bends beneath the midnight dews reclined ; 

Or yon resplendent path, o'er ocean's slumber thrown. 

'Twas such a night — O ne'er, bless'd thought, de- 

part ! — 
When Mary utter*d first, in words of flame, 
The love, the guilt, the madness of her heart, 
While on my bosom bum'd her cheek of shame. 
Thy blood is ice, and, therefore, thou wilt blame 
The queen, the woman, the adulterous wife, 
The hapless, and the fair ! — Oh, but her name 
Needs not thy mangling ! Her disastrous life 
Needs not thy curse ! Spare, slanderer, spare her 

&me ! 
Then wore the heav'ns, as now, the clouded veil ; 
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Vet niärk'd I well her tears, and that wan smile 
So taidcr, so coniidmg, whose sweet tale, 
Bf memory toldt can evcn now beguile 
MjT splrit of its gloom 1 for then the pale 
Sduyxa of the night her fonn displa/d, 
Ftviiioii*d in the pearly douda afar, 
Like brightness slceptng, or a naked maid, 
In yfispn chanm unrivaird; while ^ich star, 
AMooüh'd at her beauty, seem'd to fade — 
Eidi planet, envystujig, to tiim aside — 
VeiHiig iheir blushes with their golden hair. 
Oll ! moment rieh m transport, love, and pnde 1 
Big» too, with woe, with terror, with despair J 

Iht qtiivcring flesh, though torture-tom, may live ; 
Bot souls» once deeply wounded» heal no more ; 
Aad decm'st thou that scom'd womao can forgive ? 
Düfiücy, thou dream*st, but not as heretofore ! 

Vct Miiy wept for Daniley, whÜe sbe kiss*d 
Hk morderer's cheek at midnight. Sad was shc ; 
Aod he, who then had seen her, would have miss*d 
The rose that was not where it wont to be, 
Of marvcird Ät its paleness. None might see 
n»e bcart, but od the features ihere was woe. 
Theo put she on a mask, and gloomily— 
For dance and ball prepated — arose to go i 
-Spare, spare my Dandey's life !" she said— but 
meaii^d she so ? 
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Now bends the murderer—Mark his forehead feil J 

What says the dark deliberatbn there ? — 

Now bends the murdcrer — Hark I— it is a knell ! — 

Hark I — sound or motion? *Twas his cringing hair, 

Kow bends the murderer — whereforc doth he Start ? 

*Tis silence — silence that is tenible l 

WTien he hath busmess, silence should depart, 

And maniac darkness, borrowing sounds from hell, 

Suffer him not to hear his throbbiug heait ? — 

Now bends the murderer o'er the dozing Kbg, 

Who, like an o'er-gorged serpcDt, motionless, 

Lies dmnk with wine^ a seeming*senseless thing ; 

Yet his eyes roll with dreadful consciousness, 

Thtckens his throat in mipotent distress^ 

And his voice strives for uttemnce, while that wretch 

Doth on his royal victim^s bosom press 

His knee, preparing round his neck to Stretch 

The horrible cord. Lo ! dark as th' alpine vetch» 

Stares his i^-ide^pen, blood-shot, bnrsting eye, 

And on the murderer flashes vengeful fire ; 

Whüe the black visage, in dire agony, 

Swells, like a bloated toad that dies in ire^ 

And quivers into fixedness ! — On high 

Raising the corpse, forth into th' raoonlight air 

llie staggering murderer bears it silently, 

Lays it oa earth, sees the fix'd eye-ball glare, 

And tums, aflüghtedi &om the lifeless stare. 

Ho [ fire the mine I and let the house be reQl 
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To ilMm U^hski dark gtiUe may ^y to fear, 

*A]v dire imschancc ! mpterious accldent I 

All, «Qold il ircrc cxplain'd ! ah, would it wcre ! *' 

Vp, opi the nishing, red votcana went^ 

Aod Wide o*cr earth» and heav'n^ and ocean flash'd 

A IdtDenl of carth-lightning sky^ward sent ; 

O^fl kesr'n, earth, ^a, Lhe dread exploston crash'd l 

TTjcn^ daltcring far^ the doHnward fmgments dash'd. 

Koafd the rüde sailor o*er th' illumined sea, 

**Hdl U in Scotland ! " Shudder'd Roslm's hall, 

Lov'd lhe scar'd heifer on the distant lea, 

Tltinhl«d the dty, shriek'd the festival, 

Iteed the pale dance from his deüghted task. 

Qiiiked every niaskei öf the splendid ball ; 

Haised bands^ tmanswer^d questions seem'd to ask ; 

And ihem was one who lean'd against the wall 

Qoie pieniiig to her face, witb hands cooviilsed, her 



I 



Alii w^ wm ^ir that, but btesstä night 

Witnev^ more l for ihrilling voiccs cried 

To th' dreaming sleep, on th' watcher's pale affirightt 

** Wha mtirdefd Danüey ? Who the im ich applied ? 

Kd Hepbum rourder Damley ? "— ** Pool ! " replied 

Actcnta rcsponsivc, ^g^d wiih scorpion sting, 

b rbispcis ^bit, while aU was mute besidei 

"Twis the Queen 's husband that did kill the King P* 

Aado^crthe muiderer's soul swept hoTior's f^eezing 
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Rhin, Terrific, but untrue ! — Have such things 
been? 
Thy looks say ay ! and dire are they to me. 
Unhappy King I and more unhappy Queen ! 
But who the murderer ? 

Both. What is that to thee ? 

Think'st thou / kill'd him? Come but near my 

chain, 
Thou base suspector of scathed misery 1 
And I will dash the links into thy brain, 
And lay thee (champion of the can*t-be-free !) 
There, for thine insolence — never to rise again. 

\Hefaints,'\ 

Rhin, Alas ! how far'st thou now ? Darkness hath 
chased 
The dreadflil paleness from thy face ; thine eye, 
Uptum'd, displays its white ; thy cheek is laced 
With quivering tortuous folds ; thy lip, awr}% 
Snarls, as thou tear'st the straw ; the speechless storm 
Frowns on thy brow, where drops of agony 
Stand thick and beadlike ; and, while all thy form 
Is crumpled with convulsion, threat'ningly 
Thou breathest, smiting th' air, and writhing like a 
worm. 

Both, Treason in arms ! — Sirs, ye are envious all. 
To Mar/s marriage did ye not consent ? 
Do you deny your signatures — this scrawl 
Of your vile names ? Tnie, I do not repent 
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Thal I divorced my wife lo wed ihe Queen ; 

Tmc, I hate Marj true, I scom Humley's bawl; 

TruCt I mn higher now thao I have been — 

,Vöid Hill rcmain so, üiough your heads shoyld fall 

Craig» of the nasal twang, who pra/st so well 1 

Glcii^^m], of th' icy eye, and tawny hide 1 

H f aJB proudcT than the Prince of Heil, 

Alt yc all meanness that ye have no pride ? 

My lacnt is my crime I love ray sword, 

And ÜiÄt high sin for which the angels feil ; 

Btit stiU agrees my action with niy word ; 

Thal youre does mf so, let rebellion teil 

Sabmit ! or perish here ! or clsewherc— by the cord, 

My comrades, whose brave decds my heait attests, 

Bc jocuiid 1— Büt, ah, see their trembling knecs ! 

Tbdr <jttJ are vanquish'd^ — not by ih* tossing crests, 

But by yon rag, the pestilence of the breeie, 

Fumed with \ilLitious horror \ In their breasts 

Aidour and manliness make now with fear 

A shamdul treaty, castmg all behests 

Thal hoDOur loves, into th* inglonous rear* 

Bf heav'ii» thcir cowardice hath sold ns here ! 

Ha ! dasiards, teiror-qucird as by a charm^ 

Wut ! sical ye from the field ?^My sword for ihec, 

MaiT ' and courage for his cause I /Ais arm 

^V ill now decidc the contest I — Can it be ? 

1 , Undaay daim the ßght ? — ^and still livcs he ? 

E 1 
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He lives, and I to say it. Heirs black night 

Lower'd o'er my soul, and Damley scowl'd on mc. 

And Mary would not let her cowaid fight, 

But bade him barter all for infamy 1 

Dishonour'd, yet unburied l Morton's face 

Wrinkled with insult ; while^ with cover'd brow, 

Bravest Kirkaldy moum'd a foe's disgrace ; 

And Murra/s mean content was mutter'd low. 

Pale, speechless Mary wept, almost ashamed 

Of him she moum'd. Flash'd o'er my chedc the 

glow 
Of rage against myself ; and undefamed, 
Worse than my reputation, and not slow, 
I left my soul behind, and fled in wordless woe. 

Then ocean was my home, and I became 
Outcast of human kind, making my prey 
The pallid merchant ; and my wither'd name 
Was leagued with spoil, and havock, and dismay ; 
Fear'd, as the lightning fiend, on steed of flame — 
The Arab of the sky. And from that day 
Mary I saw no more. Sleepless desire 
Wept ; but she came not, even in dreams, to say, 
(Until this hour,) " All hopeless wretch, expire ! " 
Rhin. A troubled dream thy changeful life hath 
been 
Of storm and splendour. Girt with awe and power, 
A Thane illustrious ; married to a queen ; 



BOTHWELLI A BRAMATIC VOEIL 



53 



Obc/di tovedt flAtter^d ; blasted in an hour ; 

A baniicidc ; a hotnelcss fugitive 

&& mnhf to th€€ a vraste without a flower ; 

A fittale on üie ocean, dootn^d to live 

likc the dark osprcy I Could Fate sink thee Iower ? 

Oefe&ted, captorcd, dungeon'd« in this tower 

Aaving loaiuacl 

AiM. Ah, wliat next ? the gloom 

Of myle^ fire ctemal, o'er the foam 
DT tonii«iil4tttering curses, and the boom 
Thal moaiis throiif h hoiror's everlasting home t 
Woc* witiioui hope — immortal wakefolness— 
The brow of tossing agony^the gloam 
Of flttttiig fiends, who, mth tatints pitikss, 
Talk of lost honour, tancorom, as they roam 
ThRM^ night, whos^ vales no dawQ shall ever 

bless!— 
AcoirvM who oütüves his fame ! — Thon scene 
Qf mf last conflict, where the captive^s chain 
lüde me acquainted with de&pair l serene 
Ooeaiii Chou mock'st my btttemess of pain, 
For thoUf toö, ^Vst me vsmquisb'd, yet not slaln l 
0, Ucst my hcartVblood had but stain'd the wavCi 
That 1 had plunged never to rise again, 
Aod sou|^t in thy profoundest depths a grave I 



Whhe bOlow I know'st thou Scotland ? did thy wet 
Foot ever spum the shell an her loved Strand ? 
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There hast thou stoop'd, the sea-weed grey to fret — 
Or glaze the pebble with thy crystal hand ? 
I am of Scotland. Dear to me the sand 
That sparkies where my inßmt days were nursed ! 
Dear is the vilest weed of that wild land 
VVhere I have been so happy, so accursed ! 
Oh, teil me, hast thou seen my Jady stand 
Upon the moonlight shore, with troubled eye, 
Looking t'wards Norway ? did'st thou gaze on her ? 
And did she speak of one far thence, and sigh ? 
O, that I were with thee a passenger 
To Scotland, the bless'd Thule, with a sky 
Changelul, like woman ! would, oh, would I were ! 
But vainly hence my frantic wishes fly. 
WTio reigns at Holyrood ? Is Mary there ? 
And does she sometimes shed, for him once loved, a 
tear? 

Farewell, my heart's divinity ! To kiss 
Thy sad lip into smiles of tendemess ; 
To worship at that stainless shrine of bliss ; 
To meet th' elysium of thy warm caress ; 
To be the prisoner of thy tears ; to bless 
Thy dark eye's weeping passion ; and to hear 
The Word, or sigh, soul-toned, or accentless, 
Murmur for one so vile, and yet so dear — 
Alas ! 'tis mine no more ! — Thou hast undone me. 
Fear! 
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of Freedom, pray thee, pardon me 
My koghter, if I dow can laugh ! — (in hell 
Thcj taogh [iot)-»he who doth dow address tliee 
*Ji HqibQfii, Earl of Bothwcll Hark ! my knell ! 
Hie death<nr1 shrieks it Ere I cease to fetch 
Tliese pandpgs for the shrotid, teil me, O teU f 
Bdiev^*!!! ihou God ? — Blow on a dying wTetch, 
Blow, wind tliat cofii*st from Scotknd !^Fare-lhec- 

The owi sbmks— I shaU have do other passing- 
bdL 
ßtAim. As from ihe diDl, bright ice the sunbeara 

$0 (biit idnctant) life's last light retires 
Itwb llie oold tninor of his closing eyes : 
Hcbidsthe surge adieu !— (klls back^ — expires t 
No fsmmg bell ? Voi, I that bell will be ; 
Tak tjight shall heai the requiem of my sighs ; 
My woe^wom heart hath still somc tears for tliee ; 
J^QT wiB thy shade the tnbulje sad despise* 
^Hef, drewell ! — Ah, yes ! — no voice repLies ; 
ßüt oBy teara flow— albeit in vain they flow — 
Fd Kim who at my feet so darkly sleeps ; 
And Frecdora's chämpion, with the locks of snow, 
Ho9 fear? the form o*cr which he stemly wceps* 
An a^fxti gloom upoo my spirit creeps. 
^h *cii yetis* oommde ! whither art thou fled ? 
^niou $n iKrt hcre l Thy lifeless picture keeps 
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Its place before me, while, almost in dread, 
I shrink, yet gaze, and long tQ share thy bed. 

[Ife retires to a comer of the dungeon farthest 
front the carpse^ and there continues to gaze 
upon it in stVence.] 
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To G. Galtest Hollamd, M.D.. who, by bis efforts in fiivoor of 
Universal Education, is preporing better days for the England of 
my children, and a brighter futurityfor the human race, I inscribe 
thisPöem. 

BOOK I. 

Wliat marvel, I^aura, if thy minstrel shun 
The peopled waste, the loneliness of crowds ? 
I love the streams, that mirror as they run 

The voiceless clouds. 
The stillness of Almighty Power is here, 
.\nd Solitude — the present Deity — 
Throned on the hüls that meet the bending sphere, 

How silently 1 
O lock around thee ! On those rocks sublime, 
Th' impression of etemal feet is seen ! 
These mountains are the eldest-bom of Time, 

Still young and green ! 
What nobler home, what holier Company 
For Love and Thought, than forests and the heath, 
^Vhere life's Great Cause, in his sublimity, 

Dwells lone as Death ? 
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What scene more fit than this, though wild and drear, 
With Heav*!!, the universal sea, above, 
To prompt the song most sweet to lady's ear — 
The lay of Love ? 

Hear'st thou the murmur of the living rill, 
That ever seeks the valley, green and still, 
Gliding from view, love-listening groves between, 
And most melodious when it flows unseen ? 
What though, at times, the sim in wrath retire, 
And o'er its course the clouds dissolve in fire ? 
Soon bend the skies in brighter beauty fair, 
And see, where'er it flows, their image there. 
Softly it steals beneath the lucid sky ; 
So, Love*s lone stream steals to etemity. 
How the flowers freshen where the waters glide, 
And seem to listen to the limpid tide ! 
So bless'd is he whose life serenely flows, 
Reflecting golden clouds, and many a rose. 
He hears HeaVn's voice in every warbling grove, 
And sees in every flower the smile of Love. 

Love ! eldest Muse ! Time heard thine earliest lay 
When light through Heaven led forth the new-born 

day. 
The Stars, that give no accent to the wind, 
Are golden ödes and music to the mind ; 
So, passion^s thrill is Nature's minstrelsy ; 
So, to the young heart, Love is poetry. 
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God of thc Söul ! niuminatioii, CBUght 

From thf bri^t glaiice, k energ)- to thought ; 

And songi berefl of thee, is cold and tame, 

The b«ri a cioder^ uninstinct wiih flarae* 

Bot whco the heart Icoks throügb the eyes of Love 

Od Xature's forni, things lifeless breathe and move ; — 

The dciry forest sciiles, dim moming shakes 

Tlie mobow from his pitimage, music wakes 

The dimpled ripple of the azüre vrave, 

In t/tsy floods green hills their tresses lave. 

And tnyriad fiowers all bright'ning from the dews, 

ÜmfM ea]th*born stars, their golden beams eifuse : 

Ts&iis|>ofted pÄfision bids rocks, floods, and skies 

Bttrst into song, whÜe her delighted eyes 

To aJ] thcy see their own rieh hues impart ; 

And the heait's langiiage sp^ks to every heart. 

Low, 'twas my heari that named thee ! sweetest word 
Herc or in hlgbest Heav*n, pronounced or heard ! 
Wbdber by scniph near the throne above, 
Or sotil-^ick maiden in die vemaJ grove, 
Or nyuron, with her ßrsi-bom on her knee, 
Or, «üTcler, lisp'd by rose4ipp'd infaiicy ! 
V€% LovCi my heart did naine thee ! not because 
Thy ftumdate gave the bnght-hair'd comet bws ; 
Nor ihat thy handi in good alroightiest, showers 
1%^ ovobloommg, fiery-petaird flowers 
Wide o'er the ftelds of byaclnthme Heav'n i 
Bist thit to mt lliy richesi smile hath giv'n 
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Bliss, tried in pain. So, 'mid my rosy boys, 
In joy and grie^ I sing thy griefe and joys. 
Bless'd is the hearth, when danghters gird the 
fire, 
And sonsy that shall be happier than their sire 
Who sees them crowd around his evening chair, 
While Love and Hope inspire his wordless pra/r. 
O firom their home patemal may they go, 
With little to iinleam, though much to know ! 
\}' Them may no poison'd tongue, no evil eye 

^^ Curse for the virtues that refiise to die ; 

The generous heart, the independent mind, 
Till tnith, like fidsehood, leaves a sting behind ! 
May temperance crown their feast, and friendship 

share ! 
May pity come, Love's sister spirit, there ! 
May they shun baseness, as they shun the grave I 
May they be frugal, pious, humble, brave I 
Sweet peace be theirs, the moonlight of the breast, 
And occupation, and altemate rest ; 
And, dear to care and thought, the rural walk I 
Theirs be no flower that withers on the stalk, 
But roses cropp'd, that shall not bloom in vain, 
And Hope's bless'd sun, that sets to rise again 1 
Be chaste their nuptial bed, their home be sweet, 
Their floor resoimd the tread of little feet ; 
Bless'd beyond fear and fate, if bless'd by thee, 
And heirs, O Love, of thine etemity I 
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Ymmg Do'olec, who^e fotid and guileless heart 
Fceky fcr thc first time, Love's di^licious smajt i 
Kow — whilc tbe sun his crimson radiance showers, 
Aad Stars ihe gneen night of ihe woods with flowers, 
Hot bttngt like mbies, on each trembling tham, 
OBtthtiic t!ie myiiad opals o( the inom — 
Nov take th^r looely walk of ecstasy ; 
Tlie sun is in the west, young Devotee ! 
Ot, wilt tlaou scek thine idol praud and fair, 
To ihwm thee at her feet and worship there 
Tbe la^liC serene of heauty on her throne^ 
And Ibel her power almighty o'er thy own ? 
Theii — «3 a cioud, aihwait the desert cast, 
Rdiefes the wretch who trarks the sand aghast — 
If bot t rmgkt trcmble on her cheek, 
0^ if her lips but move and seem to speak, 
Or^ orcntng brightcn in her eye divinc, 
How swect a pain^ young Devotee, is thme ! 
Bin decpcT traiifpott fai, and sweeter pain, 
For Laf«*s victorious votaries n^maia 
O majrst thou ncer, hice hapless Tasso, know 
AmbiticMis Lovcr't esccess of maddening woe ! 
&n long; and kmg thy bride and tniih's to be, 
May beafletf iraOe or weep in bllss with tliee ; 
Nor live, like sad Mimnda« to deplore, {*) 
Wbcre «trage gmudeur crowns some alien shore, 
C^KKOoliU vidowhood in hated arms, 
had otnCt with cvcry kiss, her fatal chamis ! 
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Oh, bless'd, who drinks the bliss that H)anen 
yields, 
And plucks life's roses in his quiet fields ! 
Though in his absence hours seem lengthen'd years, 
His presence hallows separation's tears. 
Oh ! clasp'd in dreams, for his delay'd retum 
Fond arms are stretch'd, and speechless wishes 

bum! 
Love o'er his fever^d soul sheds tears more sweet 
Than angel's smiles, when parted angels meet : 
To him no fabled paradise is given ; 
His very sorrows charm, and breathe of heav'n. 
And soon the fairest form that walks below 
Shall bless the name of parent in her woe ; 
Soon o'er her babe shall breathe a mother's pra/r, 
And kiss its father's living picture there, 
While the yoiing stranger on life's dangerous way 
Tums with a smile his blue eye to the day. 
But where shall poesy fit colours choose 
To paint the matron moming sprinkling dews 
O'er half-blown flowers, that pay their early breath 
In tribute to the Lord of Ufe and death, 
Who bids the lucid blush of nature glow 
Till angels see another Heaven below, 
Dimples the deep with every breeze that blows, 
And gives its sweet existence to the rose ? 

Matemal Love, best type of heavenly bliss ! 
Thou show*st the joys of brighter worlds in this. 
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When sons and daughters rush to thy embrace, 

And LoYC is painted on each rosy face 1 

E^co in the vale of poverty and gloom, 

Thy Joys, like heath-flowers on the moorlandf bloom, 

And o*cr thy cfjild of ignorance thy sigh 

1$ wordkss piayT^ and not unheard on high. 

Bot crown^d with knowledge, best Instnictress thou ! 

Tuition smiles seraphic on thy brow. 

WhsLi thoygh Contempt, with simpermg sneer aside, 

Deeifis all thy teaching laboar misapplied ? 

WhsLt thoygh aroimd thec tnove the slaves of gain 

Who oft mflict, but seldom pity pain ; 

StiU poiutingj as they shake the sapient head, 

At ulent's rags, and leaming's sons half-fed ? 

Thjr children^s worth» maturing day by day, 

TTiy chUdren's glory, shall thy caies repay ; 

And ihey shall bless thine age with accents kmd^ 

K*cn as his danghter nursed Ferdoosi blind, 

UTicn thjce times ihiity years and ten had shed 

lUusinous Winter on his honour'd head. 

A foldkr, Charles shall Wolfc's lenown transcend, 

Prcxid to avecige his country, or deft-nd. 

Johlt, gniv€ in cihildhood, on ihe soul shall shower 

The Gospcl-dews, with rtenovating power ; 

SabtixDc instniction from his Ups shall dow. 

And Mercy's antldote for sin and wae* 

MatiMa s name shall shine, admired aikfi 

In Famif's blue night» a ncw» and lovely star : 
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May she not hope for glory's bright caress, 

Fair, young, ingenious, and a Britoness? 

May she not hope, where all can judge and feel ? 

Where wealth crowns virtue, genius, and O'Neil ? 

Where Opie's pages trath and joy impart? 

Where Owenson and Edgeworth paint the heart ? 

Where, crown'd with terror, Radclififerears her throne, 

A dread Medea, but a guiltless one ; 

And tragic Baillie stole firom Nature's side 

The mantle left by Shakspeare, when he (Ged ? 

But better bliss shall glowing Mary prove, 

Bless'd in a fiiithful husband's fondest love. 

Then each sweet grandchild on thy heart shall rise 

A new existence, rieh in ecstasies ; 

And, mother^s mother I a new name, be givön 

To thee, a Heav'n to come, and memory's Heav'n. 

Peace, like an in^t, slumbering at thy feet, 

Thy day shall melt into the evening sweet ; 

And while elysian breezes fan thy breast, 

Thou shalt sink gently, with a smile, to rest ; 

And many a relative, and many a friend, 

And many a tear, shall note thy gentle end. 

When Cook, a sailor's boy, with aching eye, 
Gazed from the deep on oft-climb'd Roseberry, (**) 
While, trembling as she listen'd to the blast, 
His anxious parent searward wishes cast, 
And fervent pra/r was mute, but not suppress'd, 
Though love was resignation in her breast ; 
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Why did'st thou not — thou happiest name of joy ! 
Bid her cheer'd spirit see that deathless boy 
Bear round the globe Britannia's flag unfurrd. 
And from th' abyss unknown call forth a world ? 

Where death-freed Wanderers tread celestial shores, 
And silence, in etemal light, adores ! 
Spirit of Jones I to earth-bom Angels teil 
Wliat sweet instructress taught her child so well, 
\Vhat earthly form is likest theirs above, 
And, in thy teacher, bless Matemal Love ! 

\Vhen Watts' pale mother, o'er her thoughtful child, 
In hope and fear altemate wept and smiled, 
And bore privation that his mind might feed, 
Dare greatest things, and, greatly wise, succeed ; — 
Though rapture mingled with her bosom*s smart, 
And sweetest visions tranquillized her heart, 
She could not see him givelmprovement birth, 
And with his vapoury lever lift the earth. 
E'en the bright promise in the parent's soul 
Mtstook and bless*d a portion for the whole ; 
And Love, for once, a timid prophet, told 
Scarce half the worth that truth-taught Time unroHd. 

In Sevem's vale, a wan and moonstruck boy 
Sought, by the daisy's side, a pensive joy ; 
Held converse with the se^-birds as they pass'd, 
And Strange and dire communion with the blast, 
And read in sunbeams, and the starry sky, 
The golden language of etemity. 

VOL. I, K 
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Age saw him, and look'd sad ; the yonng men smiled ; 
And wondering maidens shunn'd his aspect wild 
But He — the ever kind, the ever wise ! 
Who sees through fate, with omnipresent eyes, 
Hid from the mother, while she bless'd her son, 
The woes of genius, and of Chatterton. 

\Vhat child is hopeless in his mother's sight ? 
Say, then, O thou, whose very teais delight, 
Walks there a wretch, displeased, amid thy flowers, 
Who, while thy smile illumes life's saddest honrs, 
With serpent hiss malign thy worth denies, 
And views thy transports with disdainful eyes ? 

There are, sweet power ! who blame thy gentle 
ruie, 
And call thy hearth of happiness the school 
Where manly hearts, by hate coerced in vain, 
First leam to like, and then to wear a chain. 
Cold, but not wise, a partial task is theirs, 
To blame the rieh soil for the weed it bears. 
What power invincible, on earth, in heav'n 
Like Love can strive with fate, like Love hath 

striven ? 
Thou only spark in man that is divine ! 
If thine is transport, Stoic strength is thine ; 
And calmly can'st thou sriKle on danger's form, 
Like rosy summer on the thunder-storm. 
Thine is the hand to act, the heart to dare, 
The soul to feel, the fortitude to bear, 
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The breast that sofriy glows, or bravely bleeds, 
The voice that calls to fanne, the step that leads ; 
And time-tried truth and constancy, that prove 
He is no wretch who hath no friend but Love. 
Too oft hath man, his dream of splendour o'er, 
Seen his friend*s dog assail him at the door, 
But often, too, when hope within him dies, 
Love dasps him close, though hope despairs and flies ! 
So, when o'er Eden waved the fiery brand, 
Our exiled parents wander'd, band in band, 
And left, with many a sigh, th' elysian scene, 
A joyless, widow*d bed where bliss had been, 
A solitude of beauty, vainly fair, 
" A flower unseen, that scents the desert air :" 
Love, and sweet tears, for Eden lost suffice ; 
Though Eden was no longer Paradise ; 
Oft looking back, they went, but side by side — 
The World before them, weeping Love their guide. 
Yes, Fortune's faithless wrongs may tum to steel 
The flattering foe, that well can feign to feel ; 
The desperate heart may lean on torture's thom, 
The sun be darkness to the eye forlom ; 
All may be hopeless gloom, around, above, 
All, save thy quenchless smile, heroic Love ! 
Of this bear witness, Denbigh, and thou den, 
Too oft the torturing home of haplcss men, 
UTiere Waller's Angel cheer'd him in the tomb, (*) 
And smiled a twilight o'er his dungeon's gloom ! 

F 2 
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Bear witness, too, ye groves of Tankersley, 

And thou, pure rill, whose sky-bom melody 

Warbles of heav'nly peace I for ye beheld 

(When Fanshawe sought, by Cromwell's sword com- 

peird, (0) 
His care-wom form beneath your shades to hide) 
The mate of Honour by her husband's side ! 
She, when the iron pierced his soul, was near, 
To bathe his aching fetters with a tear : 
And, when her supplication broke his chain, 
She kiss'd away the mem'ry of his pain, 
And bade him strike, where Druid oaks aspire, 
The love-taught Lusian's care-assuaging lyre. 
O, sink not then, desponding slave of care ! 
Arise, be dreadless I why should man despair ? 
Lo, woman*s love can plant the rock with flowers, 
(}ild Fate's black storm, when big with death it 

lowers, 
Make cowards brave, arm Pity*s band to slay, 
And scathe Invasion's hordes in disarray ! 

Love I when red Battle, o'er the stormy crest 
Of free Helvetia, roH'd his eye unbless'd, 
Thou heard'st thy sons on God and Freedom call, 
Thou saw'st thy sons in Freedom^s conflict fall 
The Infant Teil, when that sad tale is told, 
Lowers, with indignant front, his locks of gold, 
Clangs his small drum, with despot-daring band, 
And half assumes his little wooden brand ; 
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Rage, wonder, grief, his guileless heart surprise, 
And all the mother swells into his eyes. 
Thcn, when th' horizon flamed — a flag of doom — 
UTien pale aflfright heard breeze-bom Horrors boom, 
\Vhen blazing hamlets spoke of havock near, 
And beauty paid her hero with a tear, 
\Vhat wonder, if the viigin helm'd her head, 
Rush'd to the field with thundering voUeys red, 
And, by her lover's side, a martial form, 
Tower'd the Bellona of the battle-storm ? 
So, when around thy home war's banners fly, 
And patriots on the threshold fight and die, 
The Matron, then — ^her dreadless husband slain, 
And dead the femish'd child, that lived in vain — 
Climbs with Thalestrian port the leaguered wall, 
Where death rides sulphury on the whirling ball, 
Fires her loud tube, and on the fiends below 
Shakes firom her widow'd tresses shame and woe. 

To scathe with dread th' Oppressor's cheek of flame, 
To foil Death's gambler at his favourite game, 
To soothe despair, and bid e'en anguish please, 
These are thy triumphs, mighty Conqueror, these ! 
Vaulting Ambition hesitates to meet 
Thy powerful glance ; War crouches at thy feet. 
WTicn troubles rise, when peril's direst form, 
Frowning on man, adds darkness to the storm ; 
Then — while, in spite of shame, the bravest fear — 
Affection Stands her babes and husband near, 
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Kndures and dares, for him, and them alone. 
And, in their danger, quite forgets her own. 
When Virtue dies, in pallid Wanfs enibrace 
Not friendless, though abandon'd by ihe base ; 
Then o'er the grave from which all flatterers fly, 
Love sheds a tear which kingdoms could not buy. 
And — as the April sunbeam melts the snow, 
Till peeps the golden flower that slept below — 
Thy look can charm the Fiend beneath whose eye 
All joys, but thine, and bless'd Religion's, die, 
The king of woes, pride-humbling Poverty. 
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O faithful Love, by Poverty embraced I 

Thy heart is fire, amid a wintry waste ; 

Thy joys are roses, bona on Hecla's brow ; 

Thy home is Eden, warm amid the snow ; 

And she, thy mate, when coldest blows the storm, 

Clings then most fondly to thy guardian form ; 

E'en as thy taper gives intensest light, 

\Mien o'er thy boVd roof darkest falls the night 

Oh, if thou e'er hast wTong'd her, if thou e*er 

From those mild eyes hast caused one bitter tear 

To flow unseen, repent, and sin no more ! 

For riebest gems, compared with her, are poor ; 
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Gold, weigh'd against her heart, is light — is vile ; 
And when tliou sufierest, who shall see her smile ? 
Sig^ng, ye wake, and sighing sink to sleep. 
And seldom smile, without fresh cause to weep ; 
(Scarce dry the pebble, by the wave dash'd o'er, 
Another comes, to wet it as before ;) 
Yet, while in gloom your freezing day decUnes, 
How £ur the wintry sunbeam when it shines ! 
Yoor foliage, where no sumraer leaf is seen, 
Swectly embroiders earth's white veil with green ; 
And your broad branches, proud of storm-tried 

strength, 
Stretch to the winds in sport their stalwart length, 
And calmly wave, beneath the darkest hour, 
The ice-bom fruit, the frost-defying flower. 
Let Luxury, sickening in profusion's chair, 
Unwisely pamper his unworthy heir, 
And, while he feeds him, blush and tremble too ! 
But, Love and Labour, blush not, fear not you ! 
Your children, (splinters from the mountain's side,) 
VTixh rugged hands, shall for themselves provide. 
Parent of valour, cast away thy fear ! 
Mother of men, be proud without a tear ! 
Wliile round your hearth the woe-nursed virtues 

move. 
And all that manliness can ask of Love ; 
Rcmember Hogarth, and abjure despair, (•) 
Remember Arkwright, and the peasant Cläre. 
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Bums, o'er the plough, sung sweet his wood-hotes wild, 
And riebest Shakspeare was a poor man's child. 
Sire, green in age, mild, patient, toil-inured, 
Endure thine evils, as thou hast endured. 
Behold thy wedded daughter, and rejoice 1 
Hear hope's sweet accents in a grandchüd's voice l 
See Freedom's bulwarks in thy sons arise, 
And Hampden, Russell, Sidney, in their eyes ! 
And should some new Napoleon's curse subdue 
All hearths but thine, let him behold them too, 
And timely shun a deadlier Waterloo ! 

Northumbrian vales ! ye saw, in silent pride, 
The pensive brow of lowly Akenside, 
AVhen, poor, yet leam'd, he wander'd young and free, 
And feit within the strong divinity. 
Scenes of his youth, where first he woo'd the Nine, 
His spirit still is with you, vales of Tyne ! 
As when he breathed, your blue-bell'd paths along, 
The soul of Plato inlo British song. 

Born in a lowly hut an infant slept, 
Dreamful in sleep, and, sleeping, smiled or wept : 
Silent the youth — the man was grave and shy : 
His parents loved to watch his wondering eye : 
And, lo ! he waved a prophet's hand, and gave, 
Where the winds soar, a pathway to the wave ! 
From hin to hill bade air-hung rivers stride, 
And flow through mountains with a conqueror's 
pride: 
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O'er grazing herds, lo ! ships suspended sail, 
And Brindle/s praise hath wings in every gale ! 

The wonn came up to drink the welcome shower ; 
The redbreast quaflPd the rain-drop in the bower ; 
The flaskering duck through freshen'd lilies swam ; 
The bright roach took the fly below the dam ; 
Radip'd the glad colt, and cropp'd the pensile spray ; 
No more in dust uprose the sultry way ; 
The lariL was in the cloud ; the woodbine hung 
More sweetly o*er the chaffinch while he sung ; 
And the wild rose, from every dripping bush, 
Beheld on silvery Sheaf the mirror'd blush ; 
AVhen calmly seated on his pannier'd ass, 
>Vhere travellers hear the steel hiss as they pass, 
A milkboy, sheltering from the transient storm, 
Chalk'd, on the grinder's wall, an infant's form ; 
Young Chantrey smiled ; no critic praised or blamed ; 
And golden promise smiled, and thus exclaim'd — 
'* Go, child of genius ! rieh be thine increase ; 
Go — be the Phidias of the second Greece ! " 

Greece I thou art fallen, by luxury o'erthrown, 
Not vanquish'd by the Man of Macedon ! 
For ever fiädl'n I and Sculpture feil with thee. 
But from the ranks of British poverty 
A glory hath burst forth, and matchless powers 
Shall make th' etemal grace of Sculpture ours. 
The etemal grace? Alas ! the date assign'd 
To works, call'd deathless, of creative mind, 
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Is but a speck upon the sea oi days ; 

And frail man's immortality of praise, 

A moment to th' etemity of Time, 

That is, and was, and shall be the sublime, 

The unbeginning, the unending sea, 

Dimensionless as God's infinity ! 

England, like Greece, shall fall, despoiPd, defaced. 

And weep, the Tadmor of the watery waste. 

The wave shall mock her lone and manless shore ; 

The deep shall know her freighted wealth no more ; 

And unbom Wanderers, in the future wood 

\Vhere London Stands, shall ask where London 

stood ? 
As melt the clouds at summer's feet sublime, 
The buming forests of noon's fiery clime ; 
So, art and power, with freedom, melt away 
In long prosperity's unclouded ray. 
Let soul-sick minstrels sing of myrtle bowers, 
And diadem the brow of Love with flowers, 
Matured where earth brings forth the rack and 

scourge, 
And ruthless tortures languid laboiu^ urge. 
Slaves ! where ye toil for tyrants, Love is not : 
Love's noblest temple is the freeman^s cot ! 
WTiat though each blast its humble thatch uptear? 
Bold shall the tyrant be that enters there. 
Look up and see, where, throned on alpine snow, 
Valour disdains the bondsman's vales below : 
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So, Lore, companion of the wolf, may roam, 
And in the desert und a boundless home ; 
But will not bow the knee to pomp and pride, 
WTiere slaves of slaves with hate and fear reside. 
WTiat are the glories that Oppression throws 
Arotind his vainly-guarded throne of woes ; 
The marbles of divinity, and all 
That decks pale Freedom's pomp of füneral? 
Let Grandenr's home, o'er subject fields and floods, 
Rise, like a mountain clad in wintry woods, 
And columns tall, of marble wrought, uphold 
The spiry roof, and ceilings coved in gold ; 
But better than the palace and the slave 
Is Natureis cavem that o'erlooks the wave, 
Rock-paved beneath, and granite-arch'd above, 
If Independence sojoum there with Love I 

Star of the heart ! O still on Britain smile, 
Of old thy chosen, once thy favour'd isle, 
And by the nations, enviods and unbless'd, 
Caird thine and Freedom's Eden in the west ! 
Then hymns to Love arose from every glen, 
Each British cottage was thy temple then. 
But now what Demon blasts thy happiest land, 
And bids thine exiled offspring crowd the Strand ; 
Or pens in festering towns the victim swain, 
And sweeps thy cot, thy garden, from the piain ? 
Lo ! where the pauper idles in despair, 
Thy Eden droops, for blight and dearth are there ! 
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And, like an autumn floweret, lingering late, 

Scarce lives a relic of thy happier State — 

A wreck of peace and love, with sadness seen, 

That faintly teils what England once hath been ! 

Amid coeval orchards, grey with age, 

Screen'd by memorial elms from winter's rage. 

Scarce Stands a shed, where virtue loves to be, 

A hut of self-dependent poverty, 

Where want pines proudly, though distress and fear 

Stain thy mute votary with too sad a tear ; 

And yet I feel thine altar still is here — 

Here, where thy Goldsmith's too prophetic strain, 

'Mid the few ruins that attest thy reign, 

Deplored the sinking hind, the desecrated piain. 

Alas, sweet Auburn I since thy bard bewaiPd 
" Thy bowers, by Trade's unfeeling sons assaiPd," 
How many a village, sweet like thee, hath seen 
The once-bless'd cottage joyless on the green ! 
Now e'en " the last of all thy harmless train, 
The sad historian of the pensive piain," 
Now " e'en that feeble, solitary thing " 
Hath ceased " to bend above the plashy spring ; " 
And her falPn children breathe their curses deep, 
Far from that home of which they think and weep. 
A\Tiere myriad chimneys wrap their dens in shade, 
They rob the night to ply their sickly trade, 
And weekly come, with subjugated soul, 
Degraded, lost, to ask the workhouse dole. 
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Slow seems the gloomy Angel, slow, to bring 
His Opiate cold to hopeless suifering ; 
And, when in death's long sieep their eyes shall close, 
Not with their fathers shall their dust repose, 
By hoary playnoates of their boyhood laid 
WTicre never corse-thief plied his horrid trade : 
Not in the village church-yard, lone and green, 
Around their graves, shall weeping friends be seen ; 
But surly haste shall delve their shallow bed, 
And hireling hands shall lay them with the dead, 
A\Tiere chapmen bargain on the lelter'd stone, 
Or stumble, careless, o*er the frequent bone. 

How long, O Love I shall loveless Avarice sow 
Despair and sloth, and ask why curses grow ? 
Or dost thou give thy choicest gifts in vain, 
And mock with seeming good the heir of pain ? 
God I whcre thy image dwells must sorrow duell ? 

Mixst Famine make thy earth her hopeless hell ? 

l)id thy uplifted axe, Nai>oleon, find, 

In manless deserts, barren as the wind, 

Food? or, when black depopulation shed 

Hunger o'er Moscow, wcre Caul's annies fed ? 

WTiy do the clouds cast fatness on the hills ? 

NMiy pours the mountain his unfailing rills ? 

\\hj teems with flowers the vale — with life the sky ? 

UTiy weds with loveliness ulility ? 

Wliy woos the foodful piain, in blessing bless'd, 

The sons of labour to her virgin breast ? 
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Why is the transcript of thy Heav^n so fair, 
If man, poor victim I lives but to despair ? 

O thou, whose brightening wing is plumed with light, 
At once that pinion's beauty and its might — 
Thou true Prometheus, by whose lore were taught 
To fix on adamant the fleeting thought, 
Star-ruling science, calculation strong, 
The march of letters, and th' array of song ! 
Twin-bom with Liberty, and child of Love, 
Woe-conquering Knowledge ! when wilt thou remove 
Th' opprobium of the earth — the chain^d in soul ? 
When wilt thou make man*s deadliest sickness whole ? 
JjO ! while our " bearers of glad tidings " roam 
To farthest lands, we pine in gloom at home ! 
And still, in thought, I hear one whiriwind past .' (^) 
Still hurtles in my soul the dying blast, 
The echo of a hell of sound, that jarr^d 
The ear of Heav*n, as when his angels warr*d ! 
Terrific drama ! and the actors men ; 
But such may shuddering earth ne'er see again ! 
Unlikc her children, less than üends or more ! 
And one, of scarcely human grandeur, bore (') 
World-shaking thunder on his sightless wing ; 
But, when thy spear assaiFd his brandish'd sting. 
He waned to half a Caesar. Him the frown 
Of min dash'd beneath thy axle do\\'n ; 
Then horror shook him from his deathlike sleep ; 
Then vengeance cast him o'er the troubled deep ; 
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And, on the winds of retribution hurl'd, 
His demon-shadow still appals the world ! 
Wien, Knowledge, when will mortals leam thy lore ? 
Thcy plant thy tree, and water it with göre. 
AVhcn wilt thou — when thy power almighty prove, 
And bind the sons of men in chains of Love ? 
Rise, hope of nations, and assuage their ills ! 
This wills thy Teacher — this thy Parent wills. 
For this, Love taught thy childhood in her bower, 
And bade thee syllable her words of power, 
Till brighten'd on thy brow sublimest thought ; 
And she, thy teacher, wonder'd as she taught 
O rise and reign, bless'd Power, that lov'st to bless ; 
Qneen of all worlds, best name of mightiness ! 
Thy book of life to Labour's children give : 
Let Destitution leam to read, and live ; 
And Independence, smiling on thy brow. 
Sing hymns to Love and Plenty, o'er the plough ! 
Thy kingdom come ! on earth let discord cease ; 
Come thy long Sabbath of bless'd love and peace ! 
No more let Famine, from her idle hell, 
Unwonted guest, with Love and Labour dwell, 
Till death Stares ghastly-wild in living eyes, 
And at Pride^s bloated feet his feeder dies, 
\Vhile Luxury, band in band with Ruin, moves 
To do the Devil's work, and call it Love's. 
\Vhat whirlwind, in his dread magnificence, 
What Samiel blasts, like hopeless indolence ? 
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And man, when active most, and govem'd best, 

Hath ills enough, insatiate to molest 

His fragile peace — some strong in evil will, 

But weak in act ; and others arm'd to kUl, 

Or swift to wound ; — Revenge, with venomous eyes ; 

Distrust, beneath whose frown affection dies ; 

Scom, reptile Scom, that hate's the eagle's wing ; 

Mean Envy's grubs, that stink, and long to sting ; 

Mischance, Disease, Detraction's coward dart. 

And the long silence of the broken heart ; 

Nor only these. Tradition is the sigh 

Of one who hath no hope ; and history 

Bears — like a river deep, tumultuous, wide — 

Gloom, guilt, and woe, on his etemal tide. 

Nor need we read of regal wrath and hate, 

Troy lost by Love and army-scatt'ring Fate. 

The humblest hamlet's annals wake a sigh ; 

And could yon cot, hoar with antiquity, 

Relate what deeds within it have been done, 

What hopeless suffering there hath cursed the sun, 

The tale might draw down Pride's parch'd cheek 

severe, 
From Powcr's hard eye, e'en Pluto's iron tear. 
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NOTES. 

(■) Nor iive, Ukt sad Afiranda, to deplort. 

"Charleroiz teils an affecting story of the fate of the garrison 
of the fort Santi Sphitüb, which, though it has the air of romance. 
iB DOC iacredible. Mangora, Prince of the Timbucx (an Indian 
■■lioD in the neighbourhood of the fort) becoming enamoured of 
Lucy Minmda, a Spanish lady. the wife of Sebastian Hurtado. (one 
of the principal officers of the fort.) in order to obtain possession 
of her, laid a plot for the destruction of the garrison. Taking 
adTantage of the absence of Hurtado. who was detached with 
«BOtber officer. named Ruiz Moschera. and fifty soldiers. to collect 
provisioos. he placed four thousand men in a marsh, and went, with 
Ihiity othen. loaded with refreshments. to the gates of the fort, 
which were readily opened for their admittance. Lara, the Spanish 
foverDor, in token of gratitude, gave them an entertainment ; at 
tbe ckMe of which. late at night. Mangora giving directions to his 
attendants to set fire to the magazines of the fort, the four thousand 
Ben, at this preconcerted signal. rushed in to the massacre. Most 
of tbe Spaniards were killed in their sleep. I^ara, though wounded. 
cspying the treacherous Prince. made up to hiro, and ran him 
throogh the body, but was intercepted in his flight, and killed. 
Not a living person was now left in the fort except Miranda, four 
otber women. and as many children, all of whom were tied and 
brxnight before Siripa. the brother and successor of Mangora. At 
the sight of Miranda, he conceived for her the same passion which 
had proved iaial to his brother. On the retum of Hurtado. Siripa 
ordered him to be tied to a tree. and there shot to death with arrows. 
Miranda throwing herseif at the feet of the tyrant. by her suppliant 
charms procured her husband's release. The Indian indulged them 
in a restricted intercourse; but the boundaries being passed, he 
tastantly condemned Miranda to the Aames, and Hurtado to tl.e 
toffturing death which he had but lately escaped." — Holmes. 
VOL. I. O 
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(*) IVhen Cook, a sailor's boy, witk aching eye, 
Gatedfrom the deep oh ofl-clitkb'd Roseberry, 

Roseberry-Topping is a mountain near Stockesley in Yorkshire, 
from tbe sumtnit of which there is a fine view over Cleveland. of 
Stockesley, Yarm, Stockton, Darliogton, Hartlepool, the Tees, and 
the Ocean. It is a noted sea-mark, 

(«) Whert Waller' s Angel ckeer*d htm im ike toimb— 

" I have been," says Sir William Waller, "in prison freqnent 
After above three years' imprisonment, and thus changed, as U 
were, from vessel to vessel, it pleased the Lord to restore me to my 
poor family. And here let me call to mind how rouch reasoin I had 
to be thankful for the great comfort experienoed in the dear partner 
of my captivity. She came to me disguised in mean apparel, whei\ 
1 groaned in my bonds seven months, thinking it the duty of a wile 
to risk all things for the satisfaction of her husband. Much diffi- 
culty had she in Coming, and was frequently on the brink of being 
discovered ; but, at length, over roountains and unknown roads, 
sonietimes with a guide and sometimes with none. she arrived at 
my prison ; and she seemed, when she discovered herseif to me, to 
be like the angel who appeared unto Saint Peter in Uke circum- 
stances. She did not indeed bid my prison gates fly open, but, by 
her sweet converse and behaviour, she made those things seem light 
which were before heavy and scarce to be bome." — RccolUctions of 
Sir William Waller, at the end of the foetry of Anna Maiilda, 
i2mo, 1788. 

(«•) When Fanshawe soughi, by Cromwelts sword compelTd^ 

" On the 2nd September 1651. was fought the battle of Worcester, 
when the King being missing. and I hearing nothing of your father 
being dead or alive for three days, it is inexpressiblc in what afflic- 
tion I was. I neither ate nor slept, but trembled at every raotion I 
heard, expecting the fatal news, which at last came. that your father 
was a prisoner." 

"Orders came. to carry my husband to WTi itchall, vvhere, in a 
little room, he was kcpt prisoner withoul specch of any. and in ex- 
pcctation of death ; and at last he grew so ill, by the cold and hard 
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marches he had undergone, and being pent up in a room dose and 
small. that the sctirvy brougbt him to death's door. During the 
time of bis imprisoninent, I failed not, constantly. when the clock 
Struck Soor in the morning, to go with a dark lanthom in my band» 
all alone and on foot, from my lodgings in Chancery Lane, at my 
coostn Young's, to Whitehall, by the entry that went out of King 
Street into the Bowling Green. There I would go under the window, 
and call bim softly. He, exoepting the hrst time, never iailed to 
tonjt at tbe first call. Thus we talked together ; and sometimes I 
wat io wet, tbat tbe rain went in at my neck» and out at my heel&" 



•'In Marcb we went with our three children into Yorkshire. 
Tbere my busband translated the Lusiad of Camoens. We lived a 
kannless country Ufe, and our house and park of Tankersley are 
veiy pleasant and good." 

" At Wallingford House tbe office was kept, at which they gave 
passes for going abroad. In order to follow my husband, I went 
there to get one, dressed in as piain a vr^y and speech as I could 
devise. (leaving my maid at the gate, who was a much flner gentle- 
«Oman than myself.) With as ill a mien and tone as I could. I told 
t fcüow that I found in the office, that 1 desired a pass for Paris to 
(0 to my husband. Woman, says he, what is your husband, and 
what is your name? Sir, said I, with many curtsies, he is a mer- 
chaot, and bis name is Harrison. Well, replied he, it will cost you 
*CTown. Tbat is a largc sum for me, said I ; but pray put in my 
"»in. my maid, and three children; all which he immediately did. 
teüing roe that a Malignant would give him five pounds for such a 
P>ss. I thanked him kindly, and went avfny to my lodgings, wherc, 
^tb a pcn, I made the great H into FF, the two R's into W, the I 
"»^oS. the H and O into A, and the N into W, so completciy. that 
•» ooe could find out the change. With all speed I hired a bärge, 
•Wlthat night, at six o' clock, I was at Gravesend ; where the searcher 
ouöc, who knowing me, demanded my pass, which they wcre 
oUigcd to keep for their discharge." 

"On the isth June 1666. my husband was taken sick with a 
(Üsorder like* unto an ague, but it turoed out to be a malignant 

G 2 
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inward fever, of which he lay until the 96th of the same month.** 

'* O all powerful Lord God 1 look down liom heaven upon me, 

the most distressed wretch upon earth 1 see my soul divkled, my 
glorjr and my guide taken from me, and in hini all my comfort in 
this life ! Have pity upon me, O Lord I and ^>eak peaoe to my 
disquieted soul, which, without thy support, cannot sostain itsdf 1 
Behold me, O Lord 1 with five children, a distressed £unily» without 
friends, without counsd, out of my own country, without any means 
of returning with my wretched family to my own country, now at 
war with most parts of Christendon 1 "—MS. Miwunrs ^ Lady 
Faushawe. 

(•) Remember Hogarth^ and atjure despair. 

This great painter was bound apprentice to an engraver of anns 
and silver plate. in 1698. It was not until 1720 that he was enabled 
to set up in business for himsclf ; and his first employment was to 
engrave coats of anns and shop bills. 

(r) And still, in thought, I hear one whirlwind past . 
The French Revolution. 

(f) And one, of scarcely human gravd cur, bore 
World-shaking thunder on his sighüess wing ; 

Napoleon, who, when these lines were written, was a prisoner at 
St. Helena. 
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A tale of tears I dedicate 
To him— the wisc, the good, the great— 
Who WTOfe, while raged the factious stonn, 
Our Bill of long-delay'd Reform. 
Ob. if my song. when I am dost, 
May hope to please the meek and just. 
Whoe'er tbou art that lov'st true fame, 
From this page tear not Lambton's name. 



^HERE is the youth, for deeds immortal bom, (•) 

^Vho loved to whisper to th' embattled com, 

And dustcr'd woodbines, breathing o'er the stream, 

*^dynuon's beauteous passion for a dream ? 

^^Tjy did he drop the harp from fingers cold, 

And sleep so soon with demigods of old ? 

^K who so well could sing Love's joys and pains ? 

"e lived in melody, as if his veins 

'^our'd music : from his ups came words of fire, 

*^e voice of Greece, the tones of Homer's lyre. 

^t me no guide, through academic shade, 

*^ to the cell where glor/s spoils are laid ; 

^ shall my hand, for joyous task unnieet, 

Prcsume, O Love I to scatter at thy feet, 
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Instead of roses, nightshade ; and instead 
Of fragrance, chaplets gather'd from the dead ? 
Self-taught and ill, my notes uncouth I try, 
And chant my rugged English ruggedly, 
To gloomy themes. Yet, sick with hope deferr'd, 
I hear a voice, though moumful, proudly heard ; 
And I have planted on my destined tomb 
A pensive tree, that bends in storm and gloom» 
Unseen, unknown. Oh, when shall it repair, 
In lonely moonlight, beautiful and sweet, 
The weeping bough ? and flourish green and fair, 
Where slighted maidens mourn, and ghosts of lovers 
meet? 
Wild as the chainless air, or bird that wings 
The blue above the clouds, and soaring sings 
Blj'the welcome to the devry, fragrant morn, 
Young Anna dwelt with health, the mountain-bom, 
Where, murmuring with the moorland bee, the Deam 
Leaps from his well, through heath and plumy fem, 
Till, pleased with richer blossoms in the vale, 
He checks his wave, and hears the milkmaid's tale. 
There, light of heart, nor lonely, nor unseen, 
She walk*d and sung, and talk'd and laugh'd between, 
Paying, in raptures from her guileless breast, 
The soul-felt tribute which pleased Heav'n likes 

best; 
Or paused, on broomy banks to sit or kneel, 
WTiile hedge-side bluebells died beneath her heeL 
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Her brow, where gentlest beauty held high State, 

Was vein-inlaid with azure, delicate 

As tenderest leaf of shaded columbine 

That bends beneath the love-sick eglantine ; 

And, oh, she was the meekest maid of all 

That cver stoop'd o'er alpine waterfall, 

Or look'd up to the hiUs from Valleys sweet, 

Likc Nature*s primrose, dropp'd at Bretland's feet. 

Shc loved, with virgin-love, a stately swain : 

Unhappy passion ! though Charles loved again. 

Fresh was his cheek, as evening's flowers, that furrd 

Thcir banners in the sun ; his locks outcurrd 

The finger'd hyacinth, outshone the down 

On 3roungest moming's cheek, when, newly blown, 

The maiden violet meekly views the south, 

While the rieh wallflower, in its early growth, 

Prepares dcep amber, for th' expecting eye 

That sees in fading flowers etemity. 

She wedded, high in hope and passion strong ; 

Unhappy marriage ! for Charles loved not long ; 

And, at the altar, dark she stood in light ; 

Heav'n's swift fire there bereft her eyes of sight. 

ETcn as she tum'd preparing to withdraw, 

Buist flash and crash, in overwhelming awe ; 

And pale she stood, with sightless eyes upraised ; 

And pale the bridegroom wax'd, as mute he gazed ; 

And fix)m the holy temple, sadly led, 

A mouming bride she moved, with languish*d head, 



88 THE LSTTBR. 

To weep, benighted. The moon's gentle lay 
Shone not to her, and, unperceived, the day 
Died into darkness. But, with Love's soft speedi, 
And tones that knew the answering heart to reach, 
Charles fondly strove her sorrow to beguiley 
And drooping blindness slowly leam'd to smile. 
Time eased her bosom of its hopeless sighs, 
Till joy, at length, revisited her eyes ; 
But they, doom'd ever " objectless to roll,** 
Could bring no more the blue hills to the soiil, 
Or, with night's shadows, bid all gloom depart, 
And paint life's moming faces on the heart 

Sad, then, it was, to see a form so fair, 
In tears resign'd, though dark, not in despair. 
Still on his bosom she could lean and weep. 
And feign a dream of eyelids closed in sleep ; 
Still, when with him she walked, at eve or mom, 
She could inhale the odours of the thom ; 
And while she hung so helpless on his arm, 
Dependence gave his words a double charm : 
They feil like dew o'er violets on her ear, 
Or like offended Love's forgiving tear 
On man's warm breast Yet, by the plaining rill, 
The thought would rise, that flowers on every hill 
Were beautiful to every eye but hers ; 
That broom and hawthom, and the armfed furze, 
Bloom'd, vainly fair, beneath the sapphire sky. 
Still waved the birch in memoiy's happy eye ; 
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Ycl, Bttde bf vaio regret more sadly sweet, 
The hotus returo'd, when oft, with naked feet 
Ajk} bare plunged aniij ihe troot or loach she took, 
Whcrc stones uptum'd pertiirb*d the shallow brook ; 
Or, *raid her sister Naiades of the dale, 
Hdd forth the lizard by bis golden tail 
Ifi düldish wooder ; and an envious pang 
Assaird her weakness, if the echoes rang 
Widi " Holiday f '' prockim'd in joyous dies | 
And little boys and girls, with uptum*d eyes, 
Cune whispering round her. But that selfish pain 
Hutnbled iu viciim : soon she sought again 
For jc^ IQ soiTOW* Tme, she could not See 
The wiiigl^s 3<|uirrel frisk from tree to free, 
Ttic wren hom twig to twig ; but she could hear 
The Tartar cuckoo chase his vemal year, 
The pewct waiL the stariing redbreast sing, 
Aad c*cii the flutter of the warbler's wing, 
IMien the botigh bent beneath his sudden flight — 
Though blind t not lonely in her changeless night ; 
Tbcn wculd she chidc sad thougbts ; and o'er ha^ check 
A smile would steal^ so gcntle and so meek, 
Aiid her blue orbs, though roMtng sightless, gleam'd 
\illh sucli mild splcndour^ that» almost, she seem*d 
In la%*c with darkness, like the insect things 
That hide die gorgeous niby of their wings 
In esnenüd gloom, beneath the grecnwood tree, 
Aod slcep, »hadc-lgving hyacinth, with thee 1 
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Yet would she tremble in her fearful joy, 
As wan flowers droop when April frosts atmoy. 
She feit a sad foreboding in her heart, 
A dread that, oft dismiss'd, would not depart 
Blind and beloved, she smiled through tears, resign'd ; 
But, ah ! she fear'd to be despised and blind, 
Yet scarce knew why 1 AJas, her fears were true I 
Soon, scom'd, she droop'd — O say not hated too 1 
How oft doth Baseness to his victim say, 
"Why should the wretch receive, who cannot pay?" 
Ne'er had Ingratitude his plea to seek, 
And cowards love to trample on the weak ; 
And still the helpless, when most aid they need, 
Die of neglect, (sad ill !) and slowly bleed, 
By drop and drop, in silent, lone distress, 
Till the heart swoons into forgetfulness ! 

More seldom, day by day, Charles sooth'd her woe ; 
He came, she dared not own, in haste to go ; 
But she would sigh, and, with suspended breath, 
Hear tones that were to her a dirge of death ; 
Then, while they Struck her heart and soul with blight, 
Try to believe she had not heard aright 
Few were his questions, harsh were his replies, 
And deeply in his heart he cursed her sighs, 
And called his guilt misfortune. She became 
A thing unmark'd— though seen, o'erlook'd : her name 
Ceased to be heard — ^she vanish'd. Who inquired 
If she were dead or living ? Undesired 
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Game such inquiries ; and one answer brief 
Met them, half-utter'd. Hopeless, in her grief, 
She säte in some dark corner, lone ; and there, 
Ulth restless lips, she mutter'd ceaseless pra/r, 
Or sigh'd, unheard, " What will become of me ? " 
But menial wrath, with vile indignity, 
And vulgär curses on her helpless head, 
Soon drove her to her unpartaken bed, 
Through the long night of nights and days to weep, 
Or Start from slumb'rous dreams, but not to sleep. 
Yet was her trust in God unshaken still, 
And she endured, with meek-submitted will, 
Her heavy sorrows ; nor of that worst pain, 
Love unrequited, did she once complain. 
Poor, sightless, trampled worm ! for him she pray'd 
\Mio bade her droop, with none to soothe or aid ; 
Her broken heart, already, quite forgave 
Him whose stem coldness had prepared her grave ; 
And Charles, by dying Anna unreproved, 
WTien most unworthy, seem'd the most beloved ! 
He, heartless wretch, and weak as base, made haste 
Her bridal portion and his wealth to waste ; 
And suddenly, when all was gone, assumed 
Th* equestrian sword, and helmet sable-plumed. 
Strong blew the gale that o*er the heaving main 
Bore him to glory and embattled Spain ; 
Where seldom thought he, 'mid conflicting arms, 
Of hapless Anna's sad, deserted charms. 
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She to that house where want is fed by scom, 
Too weak to walk, by hireling hands was bome ; 
And there she found, with pain her couch to tend, 
A home, like that she left, without a friend. 
There, hourly djring, she forgot her woe, 
And smiled, with cheek of fire and lip of snow, 
On visions of the past They, sad no more, 
Soothed her lone heart Seem'd lovelier than of jrore 
Her buried joys ; and memory loved to gaze 
On their pale sleep. She thought of other days, 
When, with her Charles, (for still she called him hen,) 
By Broad-Oak's ice-cold rill, or Gunthwaite's firs, 
Through Cawthome's bowers, or High-bridge wood 

she stray'd, 
Lost in her love, a happy, trusting maid, 
Where — ^while the jay, with freedom's pinion, shook 
The bind-weed's blush-tinged bells into the brook — 
Thrush answering thrush, piped sweet in fountain'd 

dell, 
And she could see the birds that sung so well. 

Meantime, dire fields were fought, and tidings came 
That the scathed eagle fled on wings of shame : 
Fight followed fight ; she listened fearfully 
To every tale of death and victory ; 
And oft and oft, all wan, she ask'd who feil, 
Dreading to haar a name beloved too well. 
Murmurs at length, then voices reach*d her bed ; 
There was a letter from her Charles, they said. 
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For the last time, like one risen from the tomb, 
She raised her feeble form : a transient bloom 
Flush'd her fall'n cheek : with intermitting breath 
She bent toward the messengers of death, 
As shipwreck'd seamen listen t'wards the knd. 
She held, stretch'd forth, her agitated band, 
Expecting, not believing, propp'd in bed 
On one lean arm, but less in hope than dread ; 
With feeble shriek, she feil and tried to rise : 
And stiain'd the letter to her sightless eyes, 
And kiss'd it o'er and o'er. But when she heard 
The written words, she lay like death, nor stirr'd, 
Grey tress, or wasted limb. " He told of flock s 
With fleeces fine, and goatherds of the rocks, 
And Spain's fandango, and the soft guitar, 
That sounds o*er treeless wastes to love's bright star, 
Calling the bind when da/s warra task is done, 
To meet the dark-eyed daughters of the sun. 
He told of bayonets blood-incamadined, 
Of distant battles booming on the wind, 
Of foodless marches, and the all-day fight, 
And horrid rest amcng the dcad at night 
Last named he servile servants of base ends, 
But call'd by him his dear and absent friends ; " 
For they had pamper'd oft his mind diseased, 
Fed on his riot, and with poison pleased. 

And was this all ? was there no postscript ? — No : 
Named he not that dark flower inscribed with woe ? 
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Stem manhood, break thy sword, and blush for shame ; 
He did not even write his Anna's name ! 

With harrow'd heart that could be still and bleed, 
She Usten'd when the reader ceased to read 
In silent strength grief tore her souFs deep chords : 
Oh, what had wrongs like hers to do with words? 
And all who saw her wept at what they saw. 
Serenely pale, while all around her wept, 
She slept — she sleeps ; but light shall yet arise, 
Th' etemal day-spring, on her sightless eyes ; 
And Mercy yet may purify with pain 
That wretch beloved, and bid them meet again ! 

He, when the trump of war had blown its last, 
Sigh'd and look^d back, repentant, on the past. 
In pale inaction, languid, he declincd. 
And with the body sympathized the mind. 
Long-slumbering feeling waked, and waked to woe, 
Stung by remorse, the never-flattering foe, 
That triumph'd o'er his maim'd and toil-wom frame, 
As o*er the storm-struck ash the conquering flame. 
He thought of Anna, and his tears ran o*er — 
He thought of home, resolved to sin no more. 
So the poor Hebrew, long content to roam, 
The homeless wanderer, seeks at last a home ; 
Quits the tall bark, and treads the hallow'd Strand, 
His aghd consort leaning on his band, 
Sedately glad, though tears bedim his eye, 
To lay his bones where Abraham's ashes lie. 
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He climb'd the homeward ship, and blamed the wind, 
And blamed the waves, that seem'd to lag behind 
The bounding stem ; tili England, like a cloud, 
Dawn'd on the sight, where Heaven to ocean bow'd 
He leap'd to land ; and, wing'd o'er Snowgate's fem, 
Beheld again the valley of the Deam, 
Ciagg'd Hartle/s broom, and Breton's shades below. 
And C1a3rton's cottage-smoke ascending slow. 
Down, down he hasten'd, pleased almost to pain, 
And feit as if become a boy again. 
Then fled the dream. Beside her cottage-door, 
Remember'd well for pranks pla/d there of yore, 
He met a woman, lame and bent, whose breast 
Had pillow'd Anna's infant cares to rest — 
One who had taught him many a childish game. 
But when he paused, and ask'd that agcd dame, 
In tones that told the sudden dread he feit, 
Not if his Anna lived, but where she dwelt. 
Back shrank the crone, as from a thing abhorr'd ; 
Then slowly forth she drew, without a word, 
The brooch which, erst, his ill-starr'd Anna wore ; 
And, with a look that pierced him to the core, 
Placed in his band (and tum'd abrupt away) 
A lock of feded hair, too early grey I 



NOTE. 

0) VVJüre is thiyouth, for deeds immortal born f 
John Keats, author of Endymioo, who dicd at Rome, aged 25. 
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To the Man of Sheffield and our heartt— Tromas Ablini 
Ward, Esqnire— I inscribe this Poem. 



BOOK L 

INTRODÜCnON. 

Sad I^ura ! dost thou moum with me 

The year's autumnal spring ? 
Sigh'st thou this second wreath to see 

Of woodbines blossoming ? 
So late, so pale, with scentlcss breath — 
Like lingering Hope, that smiles in death ; 

And, e'en when life is o'er, 
Leaves on Misfortune's ice-cold face 
The sweetness of its last embrace 

To fade, and be no more. 
Lo ! June's divested primrose sports 

A Silken coif again ; 
And, like late-smiling sickness, courts 

The coy mom, but in vain ! 
Lo ! half the elm's rieh robe is gone ! 
The ash, a living skcleton, 
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Deplores his yellow hatr ! 
litt^ while the nmple bows her head. 

In mouniltil hooours fair, 
while the beach4eaf mstles red, 
Helhinks the axmki gorse appears 

More golden, than when May 
Itft April dying in her tears, 

Beneath the plumy spray ; 
^d, for her lover's iriumph won, 
Dmced with her bltie^beU anklets on, 

And ble^'d his burning eye. 
Tben« Latus, come, and hear the thmsh, 
(yer Atitumo's gorse, Brom budding buiih, 

Potir vemal melody ! 
Come ! and^ beneath the fresh green-leaf 

That mocks the aged ycar, 
Thy bard, who loves llie joy of grief, 

Shall weave a chajilet hcrc ; 
Noi plock'd froTO Sunimcr*s wilherd bowers, 
Not ^Qfxn'd of Autumii's hopeless ßowers — 

Yet sad and wan as they : 
Heret stiH some flowers of Eden blow ; 
But, deadly pale, and stain^d with woe, 

Ltke guLh Ihey shun the day i 
%Tulc Folly treads beneath his feet 

1'he datsy of the vale ; 
Lötens rose, though sick at heart, is sweel — 

Jo|^s Imi ts bh, though pale ; 
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And worth admires, resign'd and meek, 
The tear-drop on the violefs cheek, 

And hope shall deatfa survive ; 
But, like the gorse, all thoms and gold, 
Pride bids the sickening sun behold 

How blushing virtues thrive ! 



Oft, Laura, have we seen (while dewy Spring 
Bent to the stockdove's plaintive murmuiing 
O'er shaded flowers) the lone, wQd apple-tree, 
With every bough camation'd pallidly, 
In some bright glade, exposed to moming's breeze 
Some verdant isle, aniid a sea of trees. 
It seem'd to live on heaven's own sweets, and call 
The wanton winds to kiss its blossoms all 
But soon, like dewdrops in the brightening sun, 
Its fragrant soul exhaled — soon, one by one, 
Its petals, faded into whiteness, died ; 
And, sweet in ruin, lay on Canklow's side — 
The snow of June. And thus, when time began 
His deedful race, the young enthusiast, man, 
In first intensest passion bless'd, could see, 
Where all was beauty, nought so fair as he ; 
But from his cheek sin chased th' elysian glow, 
And tum*d the brightest hues of love to woe. 
O Sin 1 what havoc hast thou wrought on earth ! 
To what abortions has thy womb giv'n birth ! 
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lr\Tien lifst thy victim, man, conversed with pain, 
love^i piir^t spirit saar'd to God again, 
And OMifiBiirs issued from the bowers of btiss ; 
Botf wiien thy treachei}^ poison'd in a kiss, 
Hell iai$ed hls hands» and mock'd the throne sublime ; 
Hell scarce bclieved th* unutterable crime ; 
Heavcö's brightness faded ; and, with sadden'd eye, 
The lilnshiog angds sigh'd-^" Adultery 1 '* 
In yonder glen, bencaih the aspen lone» 
A matron sieeps, with out memorial stone ; 
Aivd childfen trip unconsdous o'er her grave, 
Hlicre, throngh the long grass, stcals the lucid wave. 
^^lioi eaitb was <Jark viith fear* and, lost and seen, 
The hi^ moon glanced the hurried clouds between, 
IJikt mrne blood-guilty wretch, who, self-exiJed, 
j Wak« in tlie dead of night with angtiish wild, ^ 
Ajid, oVr the tree-lops waving to and fro, 
LiOoks on the hopeiess sea that moans below ; 
^Tlica stöle she from her faithless husband*s side, 
So«||it Don's dark margin^ sobb*d a prayer and died* 
HcwaJced not, though a band tmeaithly drew 
TT« autaiot of his bed, and to the hue 
^f 4*hcÄ ch^oged his cheek, \\1th open eyes, 
Hc jilunil)^r*d stiU ; but speechless agonies 
Wrought on his face convulsed his heart*s despair, 
AiwJ (oTor smote his damp, uplifted hain 
His ipirit feit a spirit s scrong control, 
Aa injured spirit whispe/d to hi:* soul — 

H t 
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" No worm slinks down when I approach, 

No night-bird Stints his ditty ; 
Yet will I moum thee, though unheaxd, 

For now my love is pity. 
Again I'll hear tfaee talk of truth, 

When Rother's rose is sweetest ; 
Again 111 meet thee, perjured one, 

When thou thy new love meetest 
While Stars in silence watch my dust, 

I'll sigh, where last ye parted, 
O'er her who soon shall droop, like me, 

Thy victim, broken-hearted. 
And in that hour, to love so dear, 

The stillest and the fleetest, 
Unfelt I'll kiss my rivars cheek, 

When Rother's rose is sweetest" 
O thou, whose wings o'er-arch the flood of years, 
That Fölling, stain'd with crimes, and mix'd with tears, 
Whelms in his gulfs each unimmortal form ; 
Spirit of Brightness I proud to span the storm ! 
Thy Word, O I^ve ! bade light and beauty be, 
And Chaos had no form, tili touch'd by thee ! 
Though call'd of old the god of serpent jviles, 
Thou source of sweetest, bitterest tears and smiles, 
Thy voice endears to man the humblest home ; 
Fair is the desert, if with love we roam. 
Where barks the fox, by golden broom o'erhung, 
AVhere coos the fem-fowl o'er her cowering young, 
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Tbce gloofüiest rocks acclaim, with greeting stein, 
To thet tbe uptands bow thdr feathery fern : 
ShaJung ihc dcwdrop frotn his mptured wingSi 
Tbe waking thrush salutes his mate, and sings ; 
Hlih ajniorous kys the glad lark climbs ihe sky, 
And Hcftveü to earth |>ours down hts melody. 
Bui in tJiy name when trrrijxg mortals sin, 
A plague, a Cancer, bbckens ajl within, 
Till life groajis loud his hopeless ioad beneath, 
Aod ihe &otil darkens itito woj^e than dcath. 
Tben Love's meek qiiestion meets with no reply, 
Hvt the fierce glance in hatred's siilkn eye i 
Sid is ihe day, and sieepless ig the night^ 
And the ro^e poisons like the aconite> 
Eaith s verdant mantle t$ become a shroud i 
Srcet ^Acn's blushes v*antsh from the cloud ; 
The niraJ walk, tliat pleased when life was ncw, 
Whcrc pendent woodbines grow, as erst they grew*, 
Can plcase no more ; the moimtain atr is dead ; 
And Natuie is a book no longer read. 
Sttpioon, scom, contenüon, treachery come, 
And all the fitnds that make a hell of home» 
Sold to ihe Fuji es, ever gbd to buy, 
Pochance losi man makes haste to kill and die» 
UplUb the assas^'s dagger, and lays low 
His idoli once adorcd, though hated now. 
Ihm IT"- "^ - \ hand^ and gorgon scowl. 



RcimI 



trcsscs of his souL 
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He hears sad voices in the silent air ; 

Heaven seems a marble roof, that spums his prayer. 

Oh, for oblivion, he wonld barter heaven ! 

And self-forgotten need he be foigiven? 

In thought he sees the midnight stake, the tomb 

Delved by the highway-side, in starless gloom, 

And the swift bullet flash'd into the brain ; 

Or robM Justice and her awfiil train ; 

The fetter'd limb — the dungeon's agonies, 

The scaffold — and the thousand thousand eyes, 

All fix'd on him, whose head despair hath bow'd, 

WTiose heart is all alone in all that crowd ; 

And like a hooted traitor, wild with fears, 

WTio sheds from eyeless sockets blood for tears, 

While, raining curses on his guilt}' head, 

The rabble shout him to his death of dread ; 

Chain'd through the soul, he moves, in anguish blind, 

And drags remembrance and remorse behind. 

Sad as the marble forms on frailt/s tomb, 
The few surviving flowers of Eden bloom ; 
And must the serpent, Falsehood, hide, beneath 
Their petals dim, the fang whose touch is death ? 
Hence to the fiends, thou glistering, fatal Asp ! 
By the long transport of thy parting clasp, 
Then most adored, when falsest fear'd or found, 
By thy dear coils around the tnie heart wound ! 
By suffering weakness, punish'd for thy guilt, 
By all the blood which thou hast damn'd or spilt ! 
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Aod, by d>e victims, who tmplore thy stay ! 

Fihc Afp, that pobonest Lovc l away— away I 

Kencc, seipent, to tbe fiends ! or darkling, ravf* 

In BcMhwcirs form, o'er Mary Stuarts giave l 

Shed o'er ha- dust thy tears of blood and fire, 

And m rr{>eiitatit agODi'es, expire ! 

So ibU distrusl from Lovc's clysium fiy, 

So, ihc irorst fever of thc soül shall die, 

WithiU the woes that Herod's ghost could teil, 

Aad Mammite^loved, aks ! too well 1 

But doom'd wilh Titne to perish, yet shall thoii 

•'ttnUe with many a snaky fgld his brow* 

^<^h from bis swowy pmionSj never dry, 

He hxmiy ^hakes the tears of poesy, 

'^Me woe shall weep, his wings are shook in vain, 

Aoö every plunie must wear its pearl of pain. 

To hinds tmbom thy decds shall fumish thetnes 

^Im nd than deaih, more dire thati murder's dr^iii!«. 

Ko fiddad Mtisc do 1 invoke to aid 
^ wiig that teils of trusting truth betray'd ; 
"* ÖWtt, my Muse* thou darkest name o( woe, 
^^ saddest of rtalitics below, 
IxMPcj^But I caird not ihee, thou Boy of guile, 
Cwid, ^ugh fair, that joyst to siing and smile ! 
% mtbio^ wmg'd and ann'd, too, Uke the bee, 
•^tWMd with linng gold— I caird not ihcc ! 
^ tkce, fweet profligate, who gavest all — 
Pcacc, canh, ajid Hcav'n— for poison'd fire and gall I 
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Thee, thee, tfaou weeping Magdalene, I caU I 

Alas ! o'er thee hath nish'd tfa' avenging blast ; 

Through thee the arrows of the grave have pass'd 1 

Avaunt ! thou palest daughter of Despair ! 

If thou art Love, what form doth Horror wear? 

Yet stay 1 I know thee : in thy fiuled eye 

llie light of beauty lingers — soon to die : 

Known by the worm that feedeth on the heart, 

Stay, guilty Magdalene ! we must not part 

Till I have told this saddest tale of thine. 

And steep'd in tears each slow, complaining line. 

Für what is sinful passion, but the lamp 

That gilds the vapours of a dungeon damp, 

And cheers the gloom awhile, with fatal light, 

Only to leave at last a deeper night, 

And make the darkness horror ? Yet for this, 

This shadowy glimmering of a troubled bliss, 

Insensate man, peace, joy, and hope for^oes ; 

Reckless, he plunges into cureless woes, 

Buys fleeting pleasure with enduring pain. 

And, dnink with poison, weeps to drink again. 
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BOOK II. 



How, in this wild night, fares the malcontent ? 
Beneath what pine, by holt and whirlwind rent, 
Seeks he to shelter his devoted form ? 
Or, on what rock does he contemn the storm, 
And shrink from human faces ? Cromwell dead, 
And Charles restored, to northem isles he fled, 
And vainly hoped (a cavem'd wolf) to dwell, 
\Vhere reigns the monarch eagle o'er the dell. 
In hideous safety. But the billows wide 
Yeam to divulge the restless wretch they hide ; 
And ocean doth but mock him with the roar 
Of waves cast high between him and the shore 
Of verdaut England. Wander where he will, 
Prodaim'd a traitor, dogg'd and hunted still, 
Swift comes the end, a struggle and a groan, 
Death by the hangman's hand, or by his own. 

There is a cavem midway in the rock 
That bears, unmoved, the wave's etemal shock ; 
Tis caUed the Pirate^s Den : gigantic stones 
Hide the dark entrance ; and above them groans, 
In cvery blast, a time-defying-tree, 
Twin-brother of the crag. Sublimity, 
l^ean'd on his arm, beneath it sits, and sees 
llic bay of shipwreck, where the woful breeze 
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Murmurs, prophetic of the seaman's knell, 
And screams the petrel o'er the hollow swell 
Füll many a shnib, sequestefd, blooms around ; 
The cluster'd Loveage decks the rugged groiind ; 
And o'er the rustic caipet, wrought in flowers, 
The ospre/s wing a snow of blossom showers« 
It is a scene so lonely and so fair — 
The winds, enamour'd, love to loiter there, 
Stoop to Salute the sea-pink, as tfaey pass, , 
And coldly kiss the ever-waving grass. 
The roof within, Cathedral-like, ascends 
Sublimely arch'd and vaulted high, and bends 
O'er pillars vast its sparry curtains grand, 
Whose genis unnumber'd shine on every hand 
Bright as the plumage of a seraph's wing : 
Behold a palace meet for Ocean's King ! 
But he who lies in troubled sleep beside 
The central fire, that casts its radiance wide, 
Making with darkness and reflected light 
A starry roof, and imitated night, 
Most awful in its grandeur — What is he ? 
What slumbering wretch, escaped the stormy sea, 
Who, when his corarades sank to rise no more, 
Sent his wild laugh th' affrighted billows o'er ? 
What mortal slave of sorrow, love, or hate, 
Gast on the Strand alive to execrate 
The Storni that was not fatal, and the wave 
That did not make the howling foam his grave ? 
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Tis Moreland, passion's victim from his birth, 

Who, like the murderer Cain, hath roam'd the earth. 

He, self-deceived, deems man a dungeon'd slave, 

White Fate, the gaoler, hears the captive rave ; 

Smiling to see him roll his eyes in vain, 

And grind hb teeth, and shake th' insulting chain ; 

And writhe in fiiry, like a self-stung snake, 

And stamp upon his tombstone but to wake 

The echoes of his prison-house of woe. 

Victim of passion ! hast thou found it so ? 

Evil must come of evil ; and, too late, 

Thou call'st the fruit of crime and folly, " Fate." 

Steep, but not rest ! Lo ! o'er his features spread 
An earthly darkness grows ; and pallid dread 
Smites every lock and every limb amain. 
His bristling hair is damp with fear and pain ; 
And while without the deepening thunders roll, 
He seems to hear the tempest in his souL 
O God ! 'tis dreadful ! Nature's seif doth quake 
As though her final hour were come ; and shake 
E'en like the felon, whom th' offended laws 
Have doom'd to die. And now the soundless pause 
Locks the suspended soul in icy fear, 
MTiile Conscience whispers, " God, thy band is here.** 
Again the billows are conflicting light : 
The evil Angels have a dance to-night, 
That shakes the centre I O'er the booming bay 
Again the sound, re-echoing, dies away ; 
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And Still that sleeper trembles ! In his dreams 
Sees he the flaming stonn that wildly gleams 
(yer ocean's wildness ? Wretch ! no common woe 
Hath stamp'd the curse of Cain upon thy brow. 
Hark ! in those horrid accents shriek'd Despair ! 
He rises : — Hath the lightnmg singed his hair ? 
Lo ! from the ground he leaps in pale surprise. 
And veils, with lifled hands, his dazzled eyes ; 
And now he Starts to find himself alone 1 
The hideous phantoms of hb sleep are gone : 
In low and interrupted words he speaks 
His troubled thoughts ; and to the wave that breaks 
Heard in the pauses of the storm below, 
Mutters his guilt and recollected woe. 

" Again I am alone. Jjong have I been 
Alone in crowds, and alien to the scene 
Where the world's bustling minions Shoulder^ d me, 
Outliving joy and hope itself, to be 
My own tormentor ; and in vain to curse 
The heart's blank solitude — a hell far worse 
Than that which bigots fear. I have endured, 
I still endure — ^though not in hope ; immured, 
In dark reflection, scowling on the past, 
Fearing the future ; and, if man is cast, 
Like a frail weed upon the waters wide, 
Rising and falling with the ßiithless tide, 
Life is endurance. Best is he who sinks, 
And sinks at once. The humble floweret shrinks, 
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And diei tiprootcd when the gloamy haur 

Holds convcise with Ihe ttoroi. But, cursed with 

power. 
Hl' efersud pbe, coeval with his rocks, 
In glooniT staielmess triumphant, mocks 
HcsTcn*s baffled mng; yet Stands, ^ith tresses 

rem, 
Trcsnciidoust undesired, a monumeni 
Of vengeftisoe 1 O'er calamity and crime» 
Om feelißg victor, I arose sublime 
And ttanquilf ihough lerrtfic Now I roam 
Wherc pirates !urk» making thc sea*bird's home 
Mjr alfHUQC foitiess« and thc blast my page. 
To tae tiie deep peys ^btite in his rage, 
Me» eil his rocks impregnable, the Hern 
BdioLds in drcad ama^e ; and fr am die fem 
Looks forth the astonisK'd fox with fading eyes, 
Yttbo'cr the clifis, and, ^Hng'd with temor, flies. 

•• Yet courage herc avails, and everywherej 
Aod all thtngs tnay be vanqiibh'd, but despair ; 
For, thoygh 'tia vain to ^y from certain doom, 
TIktc is Ä Power whirh cannot be o*ercoine— 
Tlie dittdless lieart that mü not. Black and vast 
Lct vengeftDce ride iipon Ihe rabid bbst ; 
1^ the Ktorm smtte his hands together ; loud 
Thc ßcry bok may thunder from the doud — 

• Bot not for cvcr t ' Hope exclairos to Fear : 

* Whcn night's cold cheek is coldest, moro is near 
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Beneath her heavy wind and pelting zain, 
Low droops the flower that yet shall smSe again ; 
And while the coward trembles in dismay, 
The brave look eastward, and behold 'tis day ! ' 

" But I shall hear Hope's angel voice no more : 
Stemly I bear, as valour ever bore, 
The evil that admits no eure ; and scom 
All-shunn'd complaint Hope saw Duration bom, 
And never should desert him tili he dies ; 
But, falsely call'd the wretch's friend, she flies 
When man is doom'd with cureless ills to cope ; 
All but the wretched have a friend in Hope. 
Yet while she smiles on Natureis common woe, 
And plants the storm with flowers that sometimes blow, 
Why should I rave, though here they will not grow ? 
Alike averse to murmur and to weep, 
Still in despite of thunder, I can sleep, 
Though rest is for the happy. Come what may, 
The past is past, nor will the future stay, 
Though man, or fiend, or god obstruct her way. 

" I wore my youth in dreams on Pleasure's breast ; 
My sleep was sinful, and I woke unbless'd : 
Most wretched, and deserving so to be, 
I darkly suffer, but not sullenly. 
I have rejoiced and sorrow'd ; I have proved 
Th' extremes of fate, * have loved, and been beloved.* 
What fallen angel, not without a tear, 
And piteous waflure of that band most dear, 
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And fhmtic locks, and looks where love yet lives, 
Smiles on my soul, and pides and forgives, 
Even while she moums the hour when first she feil 
To guilt and shame? I know thee, wrong'd one, 

weU! 
Cursed be the tongue that utters ill of thee ! 
I found thee fond as fair : and I will be 
Stiü faithflil to thy memory, and disdain 
The lying penitence of fear and pain. 
Ye woodbine bowers, where oft, with throbbmg 

heart, 
We met in ecstasy, in tears to part ! 
Oh, woods of Damal ! ye no more shall see 
The matron tall who loved your shades for me ; 
Love-listening Rother, thou wilt hear no more 
Her guilty whisper on thy silent shore ! 
As when she trembled, hung her head, and wept, 
Sweet as the flower on which the moonbeam slept, 
Wan as the snow-white rose in Catliffe's vale, 
But not, like it, in stainless meekness pale. 
Scenes of my youth ! 'tis sadly sweet to look 
Back on your paths, and read, as in a book, 
AVhere painting's magic brings the path to view, 
A witching story, moumful and too true ; 
A tale of other tiihes, when life was young. 
And passion's heavenly harp was newly strung. 
" Yet deeds on memory's faithfiil tablet live 
AVbich man cannot forget, nor God forgive. 
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Still to my soul retums the hour deplored 

When I became a traitor, fear'dy abhorr'dy 

And fiercely fought, and fougfat against the throne, 

By gloomy, envious malice uiged alone. 

No love of freedom fired my stormy breast : 

I deem'd the patriot half a fool at best 

I scom'd his shallow hope, his honest zeal, 

I mock'd the virtaes which I could not feeL 

No sacred ardour sanctified the deed. 

And nerved my arm to make a tyrant bleed ; 

But a base last to trample on the great, 

A fiendish instinct, a demoniac hate. 

"Whence was that sound? It came not from 

below ; 
There none but wanderers of the waves can go : 
Hush ! — many voices hath the stormy sea. 
I tremble— do I tremble causelessly ? 
Death, I have heard thy shout, and seen thy frown, 
When stooping Slaughter mow'd his thousands 

down; 
And I have couch'd beside the sever'd limb, 
When Horror calFd on night to cover him, 
And thou wast dreadful then. But for this hour 
Hast thou reserved thy soul-subduing power : 
Thee never, Death, did I invoke, but still 
I bow'd to mightiest circumstance my will ; 
And, in the darkest hour and stormiest shade, 
Look'd ever calmly for the dawn delay'd. 
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Yct wouk) that thou hadst laid me with ihe skirij 
WTicrc E»glaiid's bmvest feil on Marston's plam ; 
LittJc thcy feard thee, King of Terrors, ihcn, 
Xow Doi at all i for in the war of men 
TTwy fotighi^ andj shouting, died But thus 

mcet 
Thy ceftaio aiin, and count üiy Coming feet, 
WTiile ihe half bloodJess heart forgets lo beat — 
1a mcet thce thus, O Death ! is terrible 1 
Hn&b l — tbe hoarse cry is drown'd in ocean's yelL 
Hifk 1 — toices, munnurs, and thc steps of men I 
\Vhal I will they storm ihe lion in his den ? 
Hithcr my evil Angel led my fcet. 
And bcrc desctted me» But, from retreat 
Oit oSt 1 liül ean nisb upofi ihe foe ; 
And Iwld shall be ihe arm ihat lays me low," 
Hc said, and nish'd into the daikness lone. 
And ftom hh scabbard iksh'd hts falchion, known 
Bf maity a dcathful deed in fields of bbod, 
Höhere guBcful Crom well 's iron warriora stood 
Ukc wmTe-girt rocks ihat spum th' assailiög sea 
llmraigh rißcd douds the moon look'd fcarfully^ 
da ocein'& mo^iniaiii'd piain and fmntic foam, 
And rocks and caves^ihe occan-prowler's home. 
Hc Sisten'd — ^but be heard no human sound ; 
Hc ipoke — but none replied ; he gazed around, 
And half cxpectcd, on night^'s mshing wing. 
Tu tnect tiic ttuwn of some imeartlily liiing. 
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Lo ! in the light a dangerous pavement lay, 

Brighty dewy, cold, th' etemal marble grey 1 

And, at his feet, with bare and hoaiy head, 

Expiringy gasp'd the object of his dread. 

O'er no arm'd spy, by kingly vengeance sent — ' 

O'er dying Age redined the Malcontent, 

Raised in his arms the panting wretch he bore, 

And laid him on the cavem's gleaming floor ; 

But as he stoop'd beside the fire to bare 

The ice-cold limbs, and wring the dripping hair, 

Glanced o'er the stranger's brow his troubled eye, 

And, shuddering, he arose, and raised a cry 

üf terror ; backward sinking on his knee, 

With lifted hands, like one who Starts to see 

The features of the murder'd on his way. 

And, bent on flight, but palsied by dismay, 

Falls chain'd to what he dreads. Why shrank the bold, 

Appaird by weakness, weaponless, and old ? 

Because he saw in that expiring man 

An injured friend. In youth their love began — 

A love that, save in Heaven, could not endure ; 

So warm it was, so passionately pure, 

More like the love of angels than of men ; 

And both were bless'd, for both were guiltless then. 

And one was guiltless still. He, wise in vain, 

SoVd hope and love, but reap'd despair and pain ; 

And too severely wrong'd to be forgiven, 

Now stood between the Malcontent and Heaven. 
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By seas divided, and by years of pain, 

To part for ever, lo ! they met again ! 

And Moreland's gloomy spirit seem'd to moum 

Cycr hopeless hours that never could retum, 

And listen to a sweet and soul-felt tone, 

That long, long lost, vibrated to bis own. 

The wintry frost of sixty hapless years, 

All dark and simless, melted into tears : 

He watch'd the straggling sufferer wbere he lay, 

And wept as he would weep bis beart away. 



BOOK III. 

Tis moming ; o'er the billows glimmers grey, 
The growing light of slow advancing day ; 
Restored to life and thought, the wanderer boar 
Wakes in the cave higb-roof d on ocean's shore. 
Stretcb'd near the fire above the restless waves, 
With many a pause between, he weeps and raves ; 
Now sad bis speech and low — now wildly loud ; 
And near bim Moreland sits in sadness bow'd, 
Tuming, at times, bis alter'd face aside, 
The growing trouble on bis brow to hide ; 
Oft through bis fingers and the gushing tear 
He views bis guest ; and tawny gleams of fear 
Course bis sad check, and to bis gloomy eye 
Cfive milder light and tamed ferocity. 

I 2 
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But when, with counterfeited voice, he strove 
To soothe the dying su£ferer, and remove 
His mind's disease, and health's destroyer — ^fear — 
Bidding him hope there yet was comfort near. 
And that he yet his distant home should see — 
Then Eustace raised his eye of misery, 
And fix'd it on the Speaker, with a look 
That from his cheek the sickly yellow took, 
And left it white. " But what art thou ? " he said ; 
" My languid eyes, with death's dim fihns o'erspiead, 
Scarce see thy face ; yet I, on some fiur shore, 
Have heard, methinks, that hollow voice before." 

" Nay," answer'd Moreland : " for, from youth to age, 
Here have I dwelt in this my hermitage ; 
And made my feet familiär with the glens 
Of unclimb'd mountains, and the perilous dens 
WTiere the wolf sleeps, and wilds, since time began. 
Untrodden, save by me, a homeless man." 

" 'Tis well ! " said Eustace ; " and, my friend un- 
known, 
Thou soon again shalt sojoum here alone. 
A little while, and thou with up-piled stones 
And scanty earth, shalt sepulchre my bones. 
Oh, I have long conversed with sighs and groans ! 
Long — I have been acquainted long with tears ; 
And I am old, and older than my years. 
But teil not me of home. I have. no home — 
The wretched can have none. I love to roam 
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A wandefser frona myself ; and, had my souL 
HTngs, I would Üy heyond the farthest pole — 
Vm^ oist behind me earth and every star, 
Aod dvreU in §ouÜefiSj lifeless space afar. 
Home, saidst thou ? To the gravei thou babbler^ — go. 
And aak the worra wh.it home hath hopeless woe ? 
Horoe J — what is home ? O read the ans wer here 1 
Ttt not the beanh» bui that which makes it dean 
d of such a home — that dream is gone ; 
I seek my home — the silent one i 
For ttfc ts joyless« hope is fled, and fear ; 
Ddth, dcÄlh alone remains— and he is near* 
Uf^B glow, departing, yet tnfonns my cheek ; 
Feeble, not feebleät l have strength, though weak, 
EaoQgh to feel, in Natnre's Jainting strife, 
More than all pain — ^this weariness of Hfe* 
Dcath ! how long ? O let me—let mc die l 
Thcrc k a love etemal m the sky ; 
And Uiere I may forgive — perhaps forget 
i do ooi curse^I will be patient yet ; 
Tbou^K they whom most 1 scom'd contemn'd me 
mosL, 
TOÜ/ bc patient— Will ? Oh, white we bciast 
Onr woe-tricd constancy, we but sustain« 
Becaose we must, inevitable pain ! 

** I fauvw n well— l know I mve in vain. 
What bfOttghl me hither, say st thou ? Love and hate, 
A JaitMcai firieod, a woman^ and my fatet 
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I once was rieh, nor dwelt beneatfa the sky 

A flatter'd fool more fortune-cursed tfaan I ; 

And Love's false mom was brig^t, too teight to 

• last: 
But, when the dogs bark'd at me as I pass'd. 
And woridlings, if they met me, travell'd &st, 
Ann tore at once the bandage firom my mind ; 
I gazed on truth, and wish'd my heart were blind ! 

" I was undone ! by Ann and all fozgot ; 
Cold — naked — ^hwigiy — and she sonrow'd not ; 
Distracted — and she soothed not my despair; 
Sick, and in prison — and she came not there. 
Night was around me, and I wept alone, 
Despised, neglected, left unheard to groan. 
But when I rose out of the earth, and light 
And Nature's face rush'd lovely on my sight, 
How did the bosom-serpent greet her mate ? — 
With looks of rancour and with words of hate ; 
And wretch she caird the wTctch herseif had made. 
She cursed me to my weeping eyes — she bade 
My children curse me ! and I wish'd again 
To hear the clanking of my dungeon chain. 
But Julia was the sweetest child of all : 
She kiss'd, she bless'd me, she alone did call 
Her mother's husband * Father ! ' While the rest, 
Jane and Matilda, (though my onn,) expressed 
No joy their sire's long-absent face to see, 
Julia — the youngest — Julia welcomed me I 
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Dear Julia I — on my broken heart she smiled ; 
Dcar Julia I — wherefore was not she my child ? 

'' Büt never will I drink again from cup 
Made by the skill of mortaL I scoop'd up 
The water in the shallows of the sand, 
And drank it from the hollow of my band. 
Kay, do not think that I myself deceive, 
But trust what I, in horror, must believe. 
They gave me poison in my drink ; and he 
Smiled as I drank it ; and — O misery I 
I bura'd and lived ; I bum'd — ^and yet I live. 
God, in thy mercy infinite, forgive — 
Forgive them if thou canst ! and I will try — 
Will wrestle hard to paidon both and die." 

Breathless, he paused ; and Moreland tried again 
To soothe with gentle words bis bosom's pain ; 
And bade him hope, since life's worst ills were o'er, 
Heav'n yet had earthly good for him in störe. 

" Good ? " Eustace cried — " O speak of good no 
more ! 
It is a word that I have heard of— * Good ? ' 
name it not to me ! I understood 
Its import feelingly when life was new, 
And feith a child ; for then my Ann was true. 
But now I have no name. An eaglet fledged, 
Or, like the homeless tempest, privileged 
To wander where I will, I breathe on her 
Foigiveness, mix'd with curses ; and prefer, 
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Before all roofe of fidtfaless man» die sky, 
And envy eveiy wfld bird's wing on hi^ 
A moment she was mine — one brij^t brief hour; 
And then she fled in daxkness ! Lflce a flower» 
Dropp'd from an inftnf s hand into the deep^ 
She left my bosom, and to troubled sleep 
Consign'd my dreams. A vision bright and brie( 
Joy fled to come no more 1 and, like a leaf 
Shook firom the bougfa when winds (tf winter imve, 
I fioat and whiten on the desert wave. 

" Thus was I left, but not alone, to sigh. 
Though sickness quench'd the light in Julia's eye. 
My Julia faded. Mine ? — she died, at last, 
And then the bittemess of woe was past ; 
For I had loved her better than my own, 
Because she kiss'd me, when my soul bow'd down 
By rancour's curse despair'd I foUow soon ; 
My day of life wanes nightward fast fix>m noon, 
And evening lowers. Yet, once more let me 

gaze 
On ocean, stretch'd in wild mom's clouded blaze. 
For Ann and I (she lov'd thee, Ocean, well) 
Have watch'd on other shores thy hollow swell, 
So brightly blue, so beautifully bright, 
When every billow was a ridge of light, 
And light seem'd life. But she will hear no more 
The tumult of thy loud-resounding shore : 
I follow next, for she, too, went before. 
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' t nativc scencs, I see ye in my soul 1 

f > Engknd, green, where southem billows roll l 

\e lowef^ of SlieaT, wliere royal Mary wept ! 

Ve b^uiks of Don, where oft my childhood slept 1 

Ve giani oaks, ihat, frora the adder's cliff, 

FiDwn^d o*cr die d^k wave and my gUding ski(f 1 

Thon, Wincobank, on whom the golden chtek 

0$ €rt Tc%U lovelicst I and ye hills of Peak, 

Thal softly mclt blo the alry blue, 

Aüd hear the lark bcnealh— adieu ! ad teil ! ** 

Here pauscd he ; bm ere long» in accents low, 
cd, wiih dying lips, his tale of woe ; 
Äa, w^^ - ihro* the gorse on Breiland's breast, 
The d^ \i tempesi sighs ixself to rest 

** Oh, shc was foul and fair \ Yet once her mind 
ly äs her face ; and if the wind 
kbs'd a ringlet on a fairer chüek. 
Her sptfit once was, as the twtlight meek, 
Afid, a* ihc wild flower*s blushes, innocent, 
Yct to the grave with spotied n.ime she went, 
^cfofe che faccs of astonish'd inen» 
I saw her atrive with death, and wept not thciL 
9ie wcpi — and mised her irembling hands in pray'r, 
And mißc were raised with hcrs ; for I was therc, 
E'cn by her bed of pain» 1 saw ihe fear 
OC dealh convulsc her franie, and in her ear 
I wfaisper'd hope. Theo from her bosom broke 
SM thanks m mghs, and, sobbing loud, she spoke : 
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' Pardon'd by thee, I seek my shameful giave : 
Oh, still, my Lord, thy injured heait focgave I 
Tender and true, thoiigh sever'd fix>m my hate, 
Thy love still lived, and sought no second mate. 

may I meet thee in those realms divine 1 
Or is etemal Mercy less than thine? 

Yet will I love, and hear thee — sec thee still ; 
And woe shall bow to my triumphant will 
Yet will I snatch thy whisper from the gale, 
And o'er the gates of sin and death prevaiL 
What chain can hold the disembodied mind? 
Grim hell may torture thought, but cannot bind. 
And when, released from this disastrous clay, 
To happier regions thou shalt wing thy way, 
My soul, by rigid Justice unforgiven, 
Shall weep, an outcast on the verge of heaven ; 
At distance see my children wander free, 
And never bid adieu to them or thee ! ' 
" I pour'd into her soul Religion's balm ; 

1 watch'd her awful silence, and was calm ; 
And when she raised her eye, resign'd and meek, 
Wann on my wither'd hand, and woe-wom cheek, 
I feit her last — last tear. SJie spoke no more : 
The sinful sufferer's many pangs were o'er. 

And minö scarce feit I heard the shovelFd clay 
Fall heavy on her bier. I tum'd away 
With bursting heart. Lo I as my head I bow'd 
I saw th' adulterer in the homeward crowd ! 
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Bat, Uke a frozen sea, on which the wind 

Can laise no billow, slept my awe-quell'd mind ; 

All angry feeling from my bosom fled, 

The passions all were chain'd — my heart was dead. 

" I may not lie where Ann in cold earth lies ; 
But might I see again with these sad eyes 
The day that is her pülow, they would close 
Happy to shut for ever on the woes 
Of such a World as this. I weep for her : 
I am not stone : she was a sutferer. 
And, though a sinner, yet a Magdalene : 
She died repentant, and was loveliest then. 
Oh, she was false to me I but I am true ; 
And, when she died, we then were wed anew. 
The Worms, the worms our bridal bed prepare ; 
Long waits the bride — in vain ! I come not there. 
Sever'd in life, still, still let death divide ; 
Uliy should I slumber by the lost one's side ? 
Yet, when the trump of doom shall rend the sky. 
And wake all sleepers, she shall meet an eye 
That could not meet hers frowning. Oh, her breast, 
Though dearest still, is spotted and unbless'd : 
No pillow meet for me, although I long for rest ! 

"Let me not doubt God's justice! Oh, what 
fate 
Pursues my race, as with a demon's hate ? 
E\-il must come of evil ! that I know ; 
But how have we incurr*d this shame, this woe, 
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This desolation ? How long must I bear 
This fever of the soul, and, in despair, 
Invoke the worm that will not come and feed? 
Still, still I breathe, while woes on woes succeed. 
Happy in this, Ann did not live, like me, 
To moum her daughters' guilt and miseiy. 
Lured by two villains from thdr native shore, 
By me pursued in vain, and seen no more, 
They fled — they left me, hopeless and alone, 
To curse their birth, and name them with a groan. 
As back I voyaged, the tempestuous wind 
Bow'd the tall masts, and heaved the seas behind ; 
The thunder knew me, the flash look'd me through, 
The billows wild the man of sorrows knew ; 
And ocean would not spare one friendly wave 
To whelm my misery in a briny grave. 
Dash'd from the reeling deck by surge and blast, 
I sunk — I rose — I reach'd the Strand at hst 
And when thou found'st me on the rock's cold brow, 
I was not sure if then I dream'd or no : 
From mile-high crags, girt midway by the storm, 
Th' adult'ress seemed to hurl my faded form ; 
And thou might'st deem the fierce and parching wind 
Had left of me no trace, save dust behind — 
Wan dust, on which a viewless finger cold 
Had traced the lines that all with dread behold. 
" Why dost thou tum away thy brow severe ? 
\Vhy would'st thou hide from me thy generous tear ? 
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The rock's dark tenant melts at my distress ! 

Thou wcepest, cavem'd king of loneliness ! 

Alas I — but no, it cannot be ; for thou 

Didst rove, thou sa/st, in childhood, on the brow 

Of star-loved mountains hoar since Time began 

Pathless and wild, and seldom sought by man, 

Thou sa/st, I have not known thee ; and mine eyes, 

Dim as my troubled spirit, recognize 

In thee distinctly nought ; yet — oh, thy scowl 

Brings back a wintry darkness to my soul, 

Like the remembrance of a dream, that leaves 

No deünite impression, while it grieves 

The heart that feels, and long will fe^, how dire, 

How black it stood, and what a livid fire 

Gleam'd o'er its features of obscurity ! 

Or, like the sea, when midnight storms are high, 

Heard, but not seen, while terror on the shore 

Sees the gun flash, but cannot hear its roar ; 

And long with eyes strain'd dizzy o'er the main, 

Vainly expects to hail that flash again ! 

" Farewell, kind tenant of the ocean's cave I 
I hear no more the restless billow rave. 
'ITiy features vanish from my view : I reel, 
From sense to gloom. UTiat is that I feel, 
Foretelling stranger feelings yet to be, 
Ere all is past ? A shuddering agony 
That is not pain. O thou most terrible ! 
Thou nothing, that marr'st all things ! canst thou teil. 
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\Vhen firom the block the sevcr'd head felis low, 
And glaring eyes seem consdous of the blow. 
And quivering lips in soundless words complain, 
What pangs may writhe the agonizing bram, 
\Vhere thought, perchance, still lingeis? I shall 

know 
Soon the deep secret, veil'd firom all below. 
And what the dying feel when sense is dumb : — 
Thou beckonest me, black angel ! and I come.'' 
Thus, in the ocean-cavern's glimmering light, 
To Moreland spake the wanderer of the night 
Question'd in vain, his words replied no more ; 
But Moreland bent the lifeless body o'er, 
Fix'd in the mute intensity of pain, 
And lived, in thought, his past years o'er agaia 
What, hopeless rebel ! would'st thou give to be 
Wrong'd, like thy victim, and as pure as he ? 
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To the Author of " Essays on the Formation and Publication of 
Opinioos '* — the Bentham of Hallamshire— as a tribute of 
respect, unwortby. but most sincere, I dedicate this humble 
Poem. 



BOOK I. 



I)oN, like a weitering worm, lies blue below, 
And Wincobank, before me, rising green, 
Calls from the south the silvery Rother slow, 
And smiles on moors beyond, and meads between. 
Unrivall'd landscape ! Oh, it is a scene 
That to remembrance brings the hope-bless'd days, 
But not their hope ! And at my feet, serene 
And cold lies he, and deaf to mortal praise, 
WTio fix)ra this mount, erewhile, rejoiced to gaze ; 
Wlio in this temple, piain and unadom'd, 
Duly as Sabbath came, throughout the year, 
Ihe word of Him in Jewry heard and scorn'd. 
In Jewry scourged and slain, rejoiced to hear ; 
^^'hile Age shed oft th* involuntary tear, 
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And younger voices sweetly join'd to sing 

The warbled anthem, plaintive, soft, and dear, 

Till soar'd the soul on pure devotion's wing, 

And God look'd down, and angds, listening. 

Daughters of Memory I shall the good man sieep 

Unnoted, though inmiortal, in the giave, 

While forms of angel-mockery seem to weep, 

O'er tyrant vile, or viler willing slave ? 

The lying line shall prosperous villains crave 

To bid their flatternd baseness live again ? 

Shall verse from sure oblivion try to save 

Each worthless nanie ? and no unvenal pen 

Write, " Here lies Natureis child, the best of men ; ** 

The sire of that moum'd youth, whose soul of 

fire 
Chertsh'd in mine a spark that eise had died, 
The love of Milton's song, and Ossian's lyre. 
And Bums, to glor/s noblest sons allied ? 
Cold o'er thy bosom shall the earthworm glide, (') 
Where communed oft that low-laid youth with me ; 
And shall I hang my harp on Rother's side, 
For ever mute and stringless there to be, 
Teacher and Friend ! without one strain to thee ? 
Teacher and Friend, who bad'st me syllable 
Words cuird from leaming's page with weary eye ! 
Thy patience taught me zealously and well, 
But could not teach, like thee, to live and die ; 
To envy nought beneath the ample sky ; 
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To motifii HO cvÜ dee4 »o hour misspent ; 

-And» like a Umig viQlct, süently 

Retuni IQ sweets to heavcn wkat goodness Jent, 

Theo bend betieätii the diastening shower conicitL 

6u! tliou no more, wilh eye refrcsh'd, sbalt set: |^) 

The lang wsuch'd seedling from the soil aspire^ 

Or fjiDd ilie rose, of tmin the gadding pea ; 

No loorc shalt ibou for victor flowers inquire, 

Or pcoudJy hear th* expected guest admire 

Tiiy gesnm'd »ttricula, a growing fbmc, 

Or polysuithuj, edged wiih golden wke, (*) 

The poor mim*n flower, that lifts to humbk ferne, 

Till c'ea in print appcars his envied naine. 

Who now shall tissd thy pknts, ihy pricclcss HowerR, 

Erablenis^ot tlitc, but not more pure thao tliou } 

*rhc niom shall mm thee, and the dewy hours 

Of eirc dcplore, as I deplore thee now ; 

Xmä Spring shall [>ass her band athwart her broi^^'i 

WIkq not a gern of thine shall deck her hair» 

Theo ihake in haste the dewdrop froni tlie bough^ 

And lo liie ipot whete thou art taid repair ; 

-Whcfc U iny Druid?** Death shall answer — 

'* There ! *' 
How bopclcss. bappy Spirit, is the groan, 
Wben God calli Guilt from all his joyi away I 
But lieav€Sily-sweei u Music's saddest tone, 
Whai oVr the l^Te oT Love Deaths Angeis stray 
Ijca iwcel tl»e «ound» when winds of midnighi play (') 
vou I. % 
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()n that wild harp which well tfay skill could fiame. 
And when thy dust was mingled with the day, 
To weep o'er thee, Ailection — ^Friendship, came. 
And there was one who could not sob thy name ! 
Thou, guest of angels, hast of praise no need; 
But I have need of thine and virtue's aid : 
And taught by thee each deathless lay to read, 
Shall I forget my teacher lowly laid? 
Though every strain of mine, alas ! miist fade, 
Tike idle vapour on the barren sea» 
Shall I forget the Christian undisma/d, 
The raeekest child of truth and purity? 
I sing of Death ; and shall I not of thee ? 
But unlike thee are Passion's sin-bound slaves, 
That tinge my song with beauty's blasted bloom, 
While to my saddest theme I call the waves 
Of farthest seas, and homeless storms, that boom 
O'er worlds of woods, a universe of gloom ! 
Swamps, dens, and caves, beneath one boundless 

pall, 
^Vhere serpents lurk, their passing prey to doom, 
Lone horror shudders at the grim wolf s call, 
And dwells barbarian Man, most savage he of all. 

Joy after woe, as after darkness light ! 
And sad Newhaven will not weep to-night 
O happy meeting ! peace and valour meet, 
There is rejoicing in the town and fleet, 
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Mghl in tiie Windows, laughter at the board, 

For dtre Metacom tjuelid, and peace restored. (•) 

Amid his wmrrionip Wirislow sits in pride, 

Widi KJric (hh fuest frütn England) at bis side — 

A Dkinjal libcnine, to falsch ood irue, 

Wlio tetls o( Milton much, and Crom well too ; 

Of CliArtes üie Manyr, hapiess and revered; 

And huntcd rcgicidcs, who Eed und fear'd* 

And their, too, smiling on his smilkig friends, 

Vet pale with iliought^ the satnt4ike EUiat btrnd 

Who to the naki^d Indiaii's leaTy shed 

ftodaiiD'd ihe resurrectiön of the dead ; 

Aid wbOe the savagc od hts accents bung» 

(k?e ibe Uc^'d Word of God anothcr tongu^ 

And baiuty*s Imghtest eyes are glaiicing tieaf ; 

Nor dotli ihc :«tcm1y courteous cavalitr 

tfom ttmasttlantic charmers tum away, 

Or deeen the ßritiüb fair more fair than thej ; 

Rjf| Roman matron in her port and air, 

Tbere Portia slls ; or is Cornelia there? 

Or Agnppina? not in widow'd weeds. 

Bot g^orymg m her glorious hu^^band's dcedsu 

Tli Marfi sharer of thy beart and bed, 

Dtl^^*tned Winslow ! And, with languish'd head« 

WhÜe scandjd mMks the troublc of ber eye« 

Fis'd in desponduig tbought's inecnstt>*. 

Lake gtuU io üecp^ or passion in his «hroud, 

ThoQgli giy na more, äcill proudcst of tbc protid, 

K ^ 
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Tall Mar/s taller sister sits beside 

Henley, the marksman, with the lip of pride. 

How changed, Senena, is thy downcast eye ! 

He who knows wherefore, &m would whisper wby ; 

And sacrifice a maiden's all, her naxne, 

That coxcombs might exult, and prüdes defione. 

Behold her cheek 1 Still, still it hath its rose — 

Alas ! not that which freshens as it grows I 

But one whose sweets the heart will not foiget-r- 

Pensive and fiuling, though not fiuled yet t 

Her soul seems frost-bound on its lovely throne, 

Like beauteous life by winter tum'd to stone : 

The impassion'd crystal wants but warmth and breath, 

And thought's expression lives and speaks in death ; 

The icy charm, insatiate, we behold, 

WTiile admiration feels his blood run cold. 

" If your wide wildemess of wants and woes," 
Said Kirk to Winslow smiling, " can disclose, 
Amid its horrors, flowers süperb as these, 
Wc need not wonder that your deserts please. 
Fair flowers, by Heaven ! the stateliest too they are 
That ever bloom'd beneath Love's dewy star ! 
But one, as if transferr'd from Paradise, 
And sorrowing for lost Heav'n, seems fix*d in ice ; 
Her lofty graces win us, and deprcss, 
Awe while they charm, and chill with loveliness," 
He Said, and with a soldier's freedom gazed 
On sad Senena ; who her eye upraised, 
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And, with a glance axound the circle thrown, 
In each heart's secret fear'd to read her own ; 
While Mar/s eye met hers, and took and gave 
Pangs, like remember^d fireedom to the slave. 

** Fair, native flowers our rugged land adorn," 
Said Winslow ; " but my wife is British bom. 
She, from the rage of civil discord, brought 
In childhood hither, scarce remembers aught 
Of sea-girt home ; yet still that home is dear, 
And £ngland*s praise is music to her ear." 
** Madam," said Kirk, "you wrong your native 
isle. 
England, defrauded of so bright a smile, 
^NTicn back she hails me from the sterile sea, 
Though rieh in beauty, will seem poor to me. 
But pme you not at heart to see once more 
Your wave-rock'd cradle, our Britannian shore ? " 

The matron answer^d — while her graver eye 
Rcproved the soldier 's fearless flattery — 
** In England, none who know and love me live ; 
I have not there one living relative ; 
And therefore feel I small desire to see 
TKe foam-girt land of my nativity ; 
^^T^ere Cavalier and Roundhead hail and bless 
Charles and the law, whose nile is happiness." 
"Yet here," said Kirk, "by dangers compass'd 
round, 
Ye dread the Indian whoop in every sound. 
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I am a soldier — ^I have look'd on blood ; 
And, on the howling battle-field withstood 
Death's stemest menace ; yet Metacom's deeds 
Appal my heart, that shudders while it bleeds, 
To hear the horrors of his butchery, 
Which spares nor stooping age nor in&ncy." 

'' For his defeat,'' said Elliot, '' thanks to heaven t 
Yet be the savage in the man foigiven. 
His k>ss our gain ; as he descends we rise. 
And grow and spread, like flame, before his eyes. 
If every White Man aims at him a blow, 
Justly he sees in every White a foe ; 
And, doom'd in combat or in flight to die, 
Does he not well to face his enemy ? 
Sage, patriot, hero, king ! for Nature's rights. 
Brave as our own Caractacus, he fights. 
Reluctant draws the knife, and heaves a sigh ; 
Then wars on fate and possibility. 
For, arm'd to extirpate his hated race, 
The Whites shall hunt them o'er earth's blasted face ; 
Till, in the ocean of the farthest west, 
The last Red Man shall shroud his bleeding breast." 

" Where ruined Memphis," Winslow said, and sigh'd. 
" Lies like a giant blasted in his pride ; 
Where Tadmore droops, by herbless sands embraced, 
A childless mother in the houseless waste ; 
Where old Athena, who can dever die, ^. 
Speaks of the dead in wan sublimity ; 
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\Vhcre loounis Üi* ctemal city» still a queen, 
'Hic tiavcllcr wecps o'er glories that have been ; 
Tbere stül tbe portals of the gods remain, 
Bjr Desobtton's mace assailed in vain, 
But here nu column, with patheüc brow, 
Whüc «WC-Struck Time reelines in tears below, 
To otltcr years, and mera unbom, shall teil 
Where niore th&n Roman valour fought and feil" 

** Thcir veiy name shall perish ! " Henley cried, 
Hlth bitler imile of facüous spieen and pnde ; 
** Their very cmme sbaU perish ! scom'd by Time» 
Nor Itve m day, Hke courtly things in rhytne. 
Atel] iew flattercTs kneel prostraied low 
To ftiiii wbose solc exchequer is his bow ; 
And undecdvcd, unsiing, tbat king naay die 
Wh^ hath no hutnbtcr palace thmn the sky/' 

RebeUiaus to bis will, tbat stmve to hide 
In cdM tndiffercnce bis olfended pride, 
Kiilfs durkening visage frown'd a mute reply, 
While Hcfilcy, juau^äing» fised on him bis eye ; 
Then placing on bis bead bis cap unplumed, 
Th* tfreverent arrangier tbus bis taunts resumed : — 

***God save tbe King ! * oüt loyal wilds exclaim, 
Bot 00t, üo<l save Mctacom, poor and lame. 
WTclI know we, cotirtly sir, Üiat Power is Right : 
Tbe Utnd ihemseives see worlh in wealib and niigbE ; 
For fower's adorcri only worship Fate, 
Power was Dever ülegiitma(& 
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Strong is the king who rdgiis by right divine. 
And nobles round him cringe, for annies shine. 
Before him Justice sits, nor sleeps, nor winks. 
And vultures die^ or no coiruption sdnks. 
For gaping crowds with liberal band he carves» 
And merit at bis table feeds or starves. 
A god on earth, and feai'd like him of hell, 
The good who serve him are rewarded welL 
Secure he reigns, untroubled, undisma/d, 
For loyal are bis servants — and are paid.** 

Thus spoke he, factious — mischief his delight, 
Himself a Compound of disdain and spite, 
To none submitting, and insulting all, 
Sedition on his lips, his life a brawl. 
He ended, sneering. Kirk tum'd black with ire, 
And on his forehead darkness seem'd on fire. 
Lo, as the courtier fro\vn'd, Senena rose ; 
Her soul was stniggling with unutter'd woes ; 
Pale on her cheek expired the bkisted bloom : 
In Mary's eye säte discontent and gloom — 
And sad Senena, tottering, left the room. 
All wondering, gazed I But Kirk, with gloomy stare, (0 
Perused each sun-brown*d warrior^s haughty air, 
And, starting, almost fear'd rebellion there. 
In Winslows mien, a Lambert seem'd to lower — 
In Winslow's form, a Cromwell seem'd to tower ! 
He shrank from Henle/s shadow on the wall, 
And inly mutter d, " Traitors are they all." 
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Friivrnmg, he rose, and steraly wavcd adieu, 
And, mute and slow, retired Then all withdrew» 
Bat MI all sUent Bofsterous Henley hugh'd ; 
Ai$d too» too mucb of gaU his h^^ait had quafPd, 
To sfMfe the atigty messenger of kings. 
And dcetn abuse and scom forbidden thtngs» 

Midtsight was past ; but not a streak of grey 
Otwn'd in Ihc eaat, to teil of comiDg day. 
No mümiur oti the dreams of silence broke ; 
The moon still slumber'd o'er ihe gospel-oak, (') 
Beneath whose shadc Newhavens fathers kept 
Tbetr first swcct Sablialh, gratcful while they wept 
To think of England^ * hence ihtnr Steps were driven 
To woi^hip in his wilds thc God of Heaveo, 
Btoe^ Imghtly biue, was rvtghi s ethereal hall, 
W^ca^ like a fonn that decks some temple's «^, 
Aiid paler than the marble, watider'd forth 
Seoenay the betray'd ; and the cold north 
Plty'fl mth her hair, that sought her feet below, 
Aod on her Shoulders lay iike night on änaw. 
Ciisp 10 the nighi-wind shook her Single vcst 1 
The mooci Look'd catoly on her naked breast, 
Aöd the wan stan* behcld with awed deltght» 
One like thcrmselvcs, sad, silcnt, cold. and white* 
What toagic w^ therc in that coimier's specch, 
That wcyrdä like his the secret hcart could reach. 
And make thc ^Irest of the fair and proud 
Appat vith bcauty tnidnight's dj^rkening cloud ? 
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Or, did wan death, in poor Senena's form» 
Walk with unecho'd step, and quit the worm? 
Say» did that i^parition breathe and glow? 
Did the heart heave beneath that breast 'of anow ? 

I know her by that hopeless look and tear ; 
'Tis she, Senena's seif: but wherefore here? 
When last that broad oak's branches o'er her moan'd, 
Low at the feet of Henley laid, she groan'd; 
Pray'd him to save a maiden's all — ^her fiune ; 
Pra/d him to snatch her fix>m a giave of shame: 
And when speedi ßdrd, her tears, that silent lan» 
Implored a monster to become a man. 
But now — ^What bürden bears she on her breast, 
And fondly bending, kisses into rest ? 
A mother and no wife, she sobs forlom 
O'er what she loves and dreads — her infant bom 
In secret Lo ! three lovely, pallid things, 
Fairer than fanc/s wild imaginings, 
Night, at this moment, as she sits alone, 
Sees from the silence of her starry throne — 
Like the swan's wing, Senena's cheek of woe ; 
The moon, high-placed on heaven's majestic brow ; 
And the moon's image on the waves below, 
.That glimmers deep and still. Is it to lave 
Her raven tresses, that above the wave 
Senena bends ? Athwart her outstretch'd arms 
They flow, and veil, but cannot hide her charms. 
Say, while recumbent o'er the wave she Stands, 




Whf heaws her hean with her exteuded bands ? 
Whu iound, O God ! was that ? And, hark ! a scream 
Huccceds thal plunge. Lo t on the strangling stream, 
With hcad thrown l)ack, erect she gazes there, 
W'hilc hoTTor stiffens her uplifted hair ; 
And her cycs gleam dilated, pale, at»d wUd. 
Oh ! haih she cs^i into ihe wave her child ? 
7*hat cry ag^n I bat fabier— and away 
She lums aJad flies ; yet batkward^ in dismay, 
lostinctivdy to sce some dreadful tliing, 
Shc lüoks, and stops^ intensely Ibtening, 
A »ob? — how feeblc ! and the Itttle breast 
Thal bcavcd it forth is even now at rest ; 
For, ah ! irhcre is the bürden that she bore, 
Presi*d to her bosom, and kiss'd o*er and o'er 
With such sad fondness ? Horror hears her sighs : 
And, tike a bird with wounded wing, she flie^ 
in haste yet slowly. She halb pass'd the hill ; 
The edioes slumber on earth's bosom chill ; 
Smooth Bows the wave again, and all is still 

Lo ! ^he hath reached her chatnber, in dcspair I 
And, scarce alive, she sinks into her chair, 
The ttone-stiü itnage of all-dreaded death ! 
Mary bcnds o'er her with suspended breath« 
And all is silence save the throbbtng beart. 
Ah r bid pulsation from its fount depart I 
To htirfi the Mraff is woman's hardcst task, 
How Maiy's look inquircs I What wouM it ask 
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Hut what she knows too well, and dreads to know ? 
Oh ! which sad bosom feels severest woe ? 
Which sister-moumer do we pity most — 
That lost one, er the wretch who deems her lost ? 
The taper trembles on its little stand ; 
Ah, no I Senena, with convulsive hand, 
Hath dash'd it out I and wan she bends m gloom : 
Burst Mai/s tears ! she rushes firom the room. 
And now doth guilt sit lighter on thy breast, 
Poor, fairn Senena ? Sank thy heart, oppress'd, 
Dreading thy picture in a ^ister's eye, 
I!)reading to meet a sister^s scnitiny ? 
Alas — alas ! guilt fears to be alone ! 
And wouldst thou hide in solitude the groan 
Wrung by remorse from conscience in despair ? 
Oh, questions vainly urged ! Nor force nor prayer 
Can stop Time's flight, and bid the present stay, 
Nor tears recall the deed of yesterday. 
No — no ! but Heaven can pardon and deliver 
The suflfering child of sin — O God I forgive her ! 



BOOK IL 
Love ! — but not Thou, whose mightiest Hand afar 
Guides in his printless path each wheeling star. 
Love ! — but not Thou, our type of Heaven, whose 

breast 
Rocks beaut/s rosiest habe in smiles to rest. 
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Detpamiig Love, who long'st in blood to steep 

The bcd where thou dost toss^ and fain wouldst sleep I 

How likc a lily, stain'd with mujtlcr*s göre, 

Tliy mnow wceps I Yet, not for evennore 

Shftit Uiou, a 0ower distam'd with mournitig* bend 

HutKigb ages, rolllng slow, of hopeles^ end ; 

And while the fknenils of the stars pass by, 

Still trcfnble in the blast of destmy* 

Thfguilt luth toirs, though darkest guilt tt be. 

And jwtj'ing Heaven halb rnercy e*en for thee* 

II was the evening ofa sunless day ; 
Slowiy ihe heavy vapoun roll'd away, 
Pouriog no more the mio. The weary gale 
Vo^d still th* indignant pine ; and chill, and paltr. 
And indistinct, each watery object nigh 
Wote tlie diin hues of distance to the eye, 
ll was ihc botir that pensive thotight loves best« 
The gloamin^ hour, when toU retires to resl^ 
Wheo röi^'i iroic€ is i weet as love's car^s, 
Wlien d>ang ügbt Is loveliest lonellness. 
Whai hope's tear fiows more limpid than the dew, 
And tcarlcss wretchcs tty to weep anew. 
And ind a joy In giicC While charged with rain, 
Eadi blosfom droop'd — like innocencc^ in pain 
And silenoe, weeping— with desponding soul, 
SetKfui from her joylcss Chamber stole;. 
IiBtiiictivcly fihe sought the latal shore* 
That «aw a deed which sbe mint uill deplore, 
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And tuming from the past her hopdess view, 

Like Montfort, sigh, " Would, would it were to do ! " 

She sought that fatal shore — ^but found not there 

Joy in her grief, nor hope in her despair : 

For evil tongues were busy with her fame, 

And conscience trembled at her whisper'd name. 

Hopeless, she long'd to inount th' unhallow'd baik, 

And sail the deep irremeable dark : 

On death she calPd, but with averted e3re ; 

The dead she envied, yet she fear'd to die* 

But not unwatch'd she went She heard the sound 
Of well-known footsteps — yet she looked not round ; 
And Henley stood beside her, blank in awe. 
Her hand from his she deign'd not to withdraw : 
He press'd it, while his own with fever burn'd ; 
But hers, clay cold, no pressure soft retum'd. 
Humbled, he ask*d, with shame unwonted, why 
Such dreadful coldn^s froze him from her eye, 
And why they met not ? With averted air, 
The moumer heard ; and, strengthen'd by despair, 
Stood in her silence. Yeaming for the grave, 
She watch'd the tremble of the conscious wave 
That chilly clasp'd her babe of hapless love ; 
And thought of Heaven, but dared not look above. 

Long thus, in mute abstraction, on the Strand, 
Fix'd, Stern, and calm, she moved nor eye nor hand. 
Unmann'd, he wept, and clasp'd, and kiss'd her knee : 
But, when he spoke of years of bliss to be, 
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Of Lovrs sweet home, of Hymcn's saflTron tnorn. 
And üiat lost habe which yet he deem'd unbom, 
l^hcn froro her eyes the fire of madness flasli'd, 
Her foot to eanh ih* astoni^h d suppliant dash'd ; 
Her anguish fonnd a toituring voice, and spoke, 
And cxccratioo iti her breast awoke : — 

" No lighming blasts thee ! — sleeps avcnging 
heaYen ! 
Go» ask Hifi meiry, and die UJiforgiven ! 
Nay» lilaodkss image of dismaj^d surprise ! 
Stxi not — I eannot Stab thee with mine eyes t 
My hand, iiiiweapon*d, spares thy worthless life ; 
Bttt, ihouldst thou meet me when it grasps a kniTe, 
fie dcadly w»n thy cheek, and slack thy knee ! *' 
Wvä^ giowmg cheek, and awful eiiei]gy, 
l^^kt spoke her^ words of madness and despair ; 
^And Henley heard them with a madman's air. 
Slowly hc Icft her, wonderingp stunn'd^ appaird. 
She gasp'd — die wept ; sbe i^nsh'd her words rccaird : 
So wcak b woc ■ Worlds^ worlds she wauld have given, 
Coold he have heard her pray for hlm to Heaven — 
Orald he havc heard her say— ** Though base lo me, 
My dying Ups invoke no curse on thee ! 
No : live, and think of her who yei forgave, 
*rhoQgh sent by thee a murd'ress to ihe grave. 
LtTc t when the channs that rivmird onee the rose, 
Aad rival now the prinrlcss snow, tepoiie 
in chm decp darkncÄS wkich no midnight knows-- 
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Yes ; when the band that oft thy lip has prest, 
And this fond pillow of thy head^ my breast, 
And these long-tearless eyes, that skauid not weqp 
For one who hath no heart, shall moulder deep 
In misei/s sure and last asylum — ^live ! 
And may offended Heaven, like me, foigive." 

Tears soothed her spirit ; and relenting thoug^ 
Half robb'd her of the dire intent she brought 
But Henley heaid not— saw not — on he went, 
Staggering and faint, like one with labour spent; 
And, flashing, rush'd his hot blood to his eyes. 
He feil — what phantoms from the earth arise? 
A form before him stood, in sorrow deep, 
And beautiftil as angels when they weep. 
Wan, in the arms of that fair spectre, smiled, 
Cold as the breast that pillow'd it, a child, 
Whose half-closed lips the lifeless teat still prest ; 
And, as the grateful infant siink to rest, 
The blue eyes' languor stiffen'd into stone. 
" Kiss, father, kiss thy child ! " with hoUow tone 
A voice exclaim'd. " One kiss, and thou art clay I 
Freeze in a kiss : be cold, and come away ! 
Husband, a marble lip thy sands hath told : 
Cold was thy heart to ns, and we are cold." 

He Started up ; and, lo I he was alone ! 
The phantom mother and the child were gone, 
But not th' unutterable awe that froze 
Life in its fountain, as those phantoms rose. 
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White tbc gf^^ mountatns b^de adieu to day, 
Skm f'wuds Sencn^i's home he wound his vt^y, 
Yet tOttce koew why. His knees each other smote, 
Afkd tu his soul Witked gloomy thought on thought« 
Tbc dAfkcst last Like a bright bow im*itrung 
Arosc ihc ciesceni moon ; but darkness hiing 
iy& ha blue pathway, on the sky pourlray*d 
In ipaot forms, slow moving, shade on shade. 
Lo i high tu Winstows dwelling beams a light ! 
¥m thc fay fkshcs tlirough the dusky night : 
Bcfofe Üie tight a gloomy fonn appears, 
Ke^Mied tn iroubled tboughtf perhaps in tears. 
TvBS sbc^ he thonght, in woc^ and wrpngs array'd, 
Undooe «id lo&t Senena the bctray'd, 
•*Shc wceps,'* bc said— ** she wecps in her despair ! " 
Who w^t ? Alas ! Senena was not there ! 
*Twas Maiy, pondcring by the tapefs gloom 
On poor Scntna's crime— Senena^s doom. 
She decm'd the lost one at ibat momcnt slept ; 
Sbe ntorc than fear'd ht:T gutlty, and ^he ik epL 

Seoetia did not $lec7>, ^^e sicpl not yet : 
Bill «tili her d)eck «ritb «oothing tears wns wet ; 
Alniost ibc hopcd ihai heavcn migbt yet forgive; 
Almoil she hopedt aboost rcsolvcd to \wc ; 
Bot ^ ^be watcli'd tbe ^uivcnng billoMrs ncar. 
Her wan check darkcn'd with linutter'd fear : 
Sie ihook and trcmbkd like the restless wave— 
AI ODCe hcf inlaot's ccfc^Joth and its grave. 

VOl- L U 
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The troubled curtains of portentous night 

Flung from their brightening folds a sudden light ; 

The waters seem'd to chide her as she stood ! 

A voice of mourning issued from the fiood. 

She Started — on the surface rose to sight 

A flower, a fioating Uly, bluely white : 

She shriek'd — she' stoop'd — she snatch'd it to the 

Strand; 
God ! 'twas no lily — ^'twas a little hand I 
Forth from the brine she drew her murder'd child» 
The black rocks echoing wide her accents wild ; 
Close, and more close, her ice-cold babe she 

press'd, 
And cold was comfort to her buming breast. 
She gazed upon it, (and her hot tears came,) 
Caird it her child — it had no other name — 
Kiss'd its blue sodden cheek, its bosom fair, 
Its small round fingers, and its dusky hair ; 
Then to her heart she clasp'd its lips of snow, 
And sobb'd, thrice happy in severest woe. 
She wonder'd at its loveliness in death ; 
Scarcely believed she that it had not breath. 
Once more she bent, once more a kiss to take, 
And half expected that it yet would wake. 
And then the fire retum'd into her brain : 
And memory wept, and conscience groan'd again ; 
Wild, mutter'd accents from her bosom broke. 
And words came to her tongue, and misery spoke : 
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" My murder'd baby ! O that I had bome 
The taunt of prudery, the scourge of scom, 
The penance duc to sin ! Would I had taught 
Thy little lip to know this breast, and bought 
Thy thankful smile with love ; and o'er thee hung 
To bless the name of mother from thy tongue 1 
Was this a mothefs deed ? Thy stifled cry 
Still echoes in my soul, and will not die. 
Bitter remembrance is my portion set, 
Xever on earth to smile or to forget ; 
And I must bear perdition in my breast, 
And wear my hopeless anguish as a vest. 
WTiy did I do this deed ? Let Henley teil : 
He, most miworthy, still is loved too well ; 
But he shall weep when I am Iowly laid, 
And wish, too late, I had not been betra/d. 
Canst thou forgive me, baby ? thou my child, 
Canst thou forgive this wretch with blood defiled ? 
Baby, forgive me ! I forgive thy sire — 
O Heaven, forgive us both I and, in thine ire, 
Remember him with mercy. Let me weep 
A little longer, ere I try to sleep." 

She ended ; and, with greedy eye, devour'd 
Th' expecting flood, while, on the dark heaven 

lower'd 
The cloud, behind which shrank the shaded moon. 
*'Some natural tears she dropp'd, but wiped tliem 
soon." 

L 2 
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Her long-lost mother to her thoiight arose : 
She yeam'd to meet her — ^where all griefe lepose. 
Her sister's image, with imploring hand, 
Beckon'd her» shriekingy from the fatal Strand : 
" Mary will weep— but she already weeps : 
And, when in death the lost Senena sleeps, 
Detraction will folget his usdess gall. 
And all-atoning death will cancel all. 
Malice, herseif, that watch'd my &ding name, 
And hail'd with devüish joy my blasted fiune, 
Even Malice to my grave with tears shall come, 
Even Env/s seif forgive me in the tomb, 
Own frailt/s sister to themselves allied, 
And cease to taunt pride's victim with her pride." 
Did not her lover, lingering in her heart, 
Bid the black shadow from her soul depart ? 
She thought of Henley with the lip of scom, 
And poor Senena at his feet, forlom, 
Fairn from the throne of innocence to shame. 
Red to her cheek retum'd th' indignant flame : 
She wept no more, but, kneeling, look*d to heaven, 
Then kiss'd her baby, and feit half forgiven. 
That lifeless infant, in this direst hour, 
l^pheld her spirit \Nnth an arm of i)ower, 
More close she clasp'd it in a last embrace, 
And plunged — still gazing on the lifeless face ; 
Deeply she plunged, and o*er her closed the stream. 
Forth from her pall of clouds, with sudden beam. 
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; o*er rock and wave a silvery hue, 
The mcKm wrtlk'd brighi tnto the heavenly blue. 
Tiras thcn ih.n HenJcy*s homeward pathway Icd 
Hi* footsteps neai Senena's watery bed, 
The moofibeani lit hin wild üice as he pass*d ; 
*rhc billow sigh'd his name — he stood aghast I 
Plfflia{>!( S<;nctia, m her dyiDg pain, 
Repentant» ^ish d to five, bat wish'd in vain ! 
Cajrd ihc for hdp ? or* too devotely tnie, 
BHiie shc to Üvxl loved wretch a sad adieu ? 
He, bending o'^ the rock in dread and woe, 
BeheU i saowy bosom smking sbw 
Beoealh tjie wave, that quiver'd, as to teil, 
Bjf fpeediless signs, a tale of horror welL 
HcAcUcmg he plutiged ; he grasp'd a stiffcning hand ; 
He dragg'd ihe mothcr and tlie child to land ; 
Thcn kiss d hk victims as he wildly shook, 
Impluiing onc sweet word, one gJance, a look 
iH mute fargiveness ; dasp^d her senselcss frame, 
And made thc cavems vocal with her name* 
In wn fepeated ön his lap he laid 
Her head, yei warm, ihough lifclcss. He surve/d, 
Imecisely s(tiU, the feature^. Pride was thcre 
Thal trtuniph*d over dcath, and in despair 
Looked likc dctiance arm'd : thc brow was kntt 
la stcrtiness, and tlic lockü that shadow'd it 
So darklVp moved oot ; on her lip sal pain, 
Fu'd in Üie strengUi that died id sirugglcs vnin ; 
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The large daik eyes, half shut in last xepose, 
Waited, he thought, to look a curse, and dose ; 
And in her strong and dread embrace, she piess'd 
Th' unconsdous infimt to her beauteous breast 
He knew she named him with her dying breath ; 
He deem'd she cursed him in the arms oi death ; 
He wrong'dy in ignorance, his murder'd love. 
Powerless and agonüzed, he tried to move 
His victims : back he feil, and senseless lay. 
Again he rose; but then the moon's last ray 
Was trembling dimly in the horizon grey: 
Through all his veins a deadly chillness crept, 
And like a boy, the shivering giant wept 
Mom waked at length, without a cloud, and smiled 
O'er wood and wave, on father, mother, child ; 
When Winslow took his wonted walk, to see 
The early sun quaff pearls from every tree ; 
And t'wards the fatal spot advancing slow 
And pausing oft, he reach'd the scene of woe. 
What eye of man could view it unappall'd ; 
He shriek'd in horror, and on Henley calFd ; 
And Henley laugh'd in horror, from his head 
Shaking the dews of night ; then on the dead 
•With stone-still eye-balls stared, and ghastly stood. 
There is a laughter that can chill the blood ; 
And, written on that brow, the wrath of fate 
Teils of a ruin'd mind, a heart all desolate. 
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BOOK IIL 

On Men Senena's grave no grass is green ; 
Bat near it, lo ! an open grave is seen ! 
And moumfuUy amid those moumers hangs 
On WinsloVs arm, her sister ; and the pangs 
Of sorrow live again, with strength renew'd ; 
She sees the grave, she groans, in soul subdued, 
And, pausing, shudders. Slow, with heavy tread, 
Twards his last home, the bearers bring the dead 
In awc and silence : and with pensive air, 
Trae to the last, Senena's dog is there. 
New on the fresh mound, recent from the spade, 
Ncar the grave*s margin Henle/s hier is laid ; 
And Kirk of England calmly folds the pall : 
He only, tearless, Stands amid them all, 
Cold as the granite on some lonely tomb, 
Gilt by a sunbeam in the day of gloom ; 
While EUiot — and each brow is tum'd to him, (^) 
And not a listener stirs, or lock or limb — 
Faltering, with blinded eye and dewy cheek, 
Beneath the gospel-oak essays to speak : — 

" 7^ curse of God is in tßu hause 0/ sin. (') 
Thus wisdom spoke; and thus a voice with in 
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(If cardess mortals listen as they oug^t) 
Speaks to the silence of admonish'd thought 

that the grave had language ! that the dead 
Could speak in thunder I and the page unread 
In every heart, unfold to eveiy eye 

What all deplore, and struggle to deny 1 
The grave Jkaik spoken I and Ihe dead dff speak ! 
Yes, harlot Pleasure, with die painted cheek, 
Thy victims, in their-deeds and in their dootOf 
Preach to our hearts, and teach us firom the tomb; 
Loudly they teil the conscious thought within» 
Yet oft in vain, that sorrow's root is sin. 

" Nay, sorrowing Mary ! spare thy tears : I feel 
My task is not to torture — I would heal 
The soul that bears, with such a stifled groan, 
So great a share in sorrows not its own. 
If Heaven's just wrath the worm of sin reproves, 
His wrath-like kindness chastens whom it loves. 

1 need not prove what each tried bosom knows — 
That man is miser/s heir, and bom to woes. 
Oh, what a lesson reads the historic page 

To suffering man, in vain from age to age, 

Taught by recorded ills ! And not the less 

Is human being pain and weariness, 

When unrecorded pass our race away, 

Like forest leaves — like clouds that dim the day, 

Like the flower's blush. But if the righteous here, 

Though not unbless'd, shed oft a bitter tear, 
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Hcrc and hereafter rieh h iheir re\i^ard ; 
WhÜe siti shaU surety sußer ; and debarr^d, 
1^ •elf-appUuding conscience, from her heaven, 
Shall saücT unconsoled, and murmur unforgiven, 

** Mma, withoui viitue, is a sunless day ; 
A midntght cloud that bursts and reib away ; 
A flag thal streams the waves of battle o'er, 
And Äinks in fi ery gloom to rise no moix^ ; 
A tmvcller wandering by the lighlningfs bkie 
On cloud-clad rocks, where day would dread to gaze, 
^liilc horror listens with fiuspcndtrd breatb^ 
And all aiound is danger, doubtr and deatk 

^* Thöu losmg gainblcr, by thyscif bt;tray^d, 
Thy lifc a game, wiüt crime and folly playd I 
If the piire bosom is a icmple bicss'd — 
if heaveo is ilironcd in every righteous breast^ 
Oh, by thy throb to bask in g1or)^*s bla^e ! 
Oh, by the passian for undyiog praise, 
l*hat wcds thy heart to humrtn s)iiipathy, 
.And pTOvcs thec madc for imniortaiity ! 
Sink not bcneath ihe deep and ireacherous wave, 
In vhicli tow [assion plunges passton s slav^e ; 
But swim with upward g^ze on heavenly charms, 
And win cterniiy with inortal anns. 

** Od cloudk-ss öiiyt erc noon, is overcasl ; 
bi^t colours soonest fade, We know the pasi — 
We cantiot know tlie fuiure. Fair wc dccm 
Ol whaH seems faiTj and well and wisejy dfcam 
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That human good can last^ though change is near 
To wake and mock us. And irben guilt and 

fear 
Tum o'er th' unlook'd-on pages of the heart. 
Well we may shudder if the angels Start 
And read in pale surprise 1 — In that sad tomb 
Lie youth and beauty blasted in dieir bloonL 
Let dust inform our hearts that sin is woe I 
Once — but my teant w$U flow; and let Üiem 

flowt 
Nor would I be the only weeper here. 
My friends, ye also weep, and well the tear 
Becomes you, Jesus wept. — ^Ye modest maids, 
Loveliest in tears, like flowers that woo the shades I 
She once was bless'd and beautiful like you ! 
Ye pure in heart, she once was spotless too ! 
But, oh, when virtue flies, what demons come I 
Seize on her throne, convert her light to gloom, 
Pollute her altar with unholy flame. 
And of her t^mfile make a den of shame ! 
Now fall'n from fame, and lost to life, to all, 
Senena's worth seems canceird by her fall ! 
For prone to blame, and rigid in pretence. 
Man forgets all things but lost innocence ; 
And ne'er forgives, though Pit/s seif be nigh, 
The time-tried wretch that mocks his prophecy ! 
" But Heaven is not forgetful. God is just ; 
God weighs in merc/s scale our erring dust. 
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This may Ae ßsid, wbose ashes there await 
The last sod rite that sorrow pays to fate. 
t Vc kncw him whcn oo mscci^s gaiuy wing 
|%fori£ Ugbtiy Üutler'd o*er the blooms of spring 
Thaö he, wttli thoughUess smile, and sunny eye, 
[C/cT cvciy latf, and stalk of vanity, 
[Httl poisoa-breathiog plant, with Üaunüng üon^T, 
[Wllidl loves to desecrate the fairest bower. 
ilVhai now avmil thy sward and numerous scar, 
iThou stn-elain giant^ with the Hand of war ? 
Wlitt oow avails thy bcaury, self-adoredi 
Tittt doom'd the bved one to a death abhorr'd ? 
Methmks her dust should kmfif thee, and upbraid 
Thy pcrjured vow^ for trmting tnith betta/d ; 
' Likc that relentlcss soiil — a shaded flaine — 
That, in elysium^ darkens at the name 
Of thankless Floreiice ! But ye both are mute ; 
Shc cannoi be defiled, nor thou polluie 
The morm^s pale sister. Yet, in hours like this^ 
Moft doquent, O Deaih, thy silence is t 
And wonUess trath, when seated on thy brow', 
hocbnns — «nd is believed— that sin is woc ! 

" Was it not woc, when alUshunn'd Henley flcd 
Itxnn cvery hiinian eye ? — to hide his head 
ftTiere Uving thing nc'er shook a leaf, nor stijr'd 
The hODcy'd flowcr, save statt led hummingbird ? 
Wbere ncvcr sound disturb'd the horrid bmke, 
Sftfc thrilUng warain^ of the rattlesnakc ? 
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And ne'er to heaven was raised a glitteting eye, 
Except the slow-wing'd eagle's in the sky ? 

" Abhorr'd by all, he fled, yet not alone ; 
Senena's faithful dog^ with ceaseless moan, 
Follow^d bis parting Steps. Though oft drivcü back. 
Spurn'd, and yet tnie, the dog pursued his tmck, 
And found a welcome at his joiimey's end. 
Senena'ö dog becarae his humble friend, 
His sole companion in the disnial brake. 
And soon was loved for lost Senena's sake — 
The only thlng on earth he now could love j 
And he would seat him in the tulip-grove 
And gaze in silence on the terrier's face, 
Till day, from mom to eve, had run his race. 
Unsocial savage ! fer from human sight — 
From human sound, he urged his gloomy flight, 
To rest on solitude his blasted breast ; 
Farthest from man, the loneliest spot was best ; 
Where sound was not, save ocean's distant roar, 
And motion, save the billows on the shore. 
The desert beckon'd to his mute despair ; 
And if he was alone, what matter where ? 
He loved to sit on crags, and hear the sound 
Of his loud rifle shake the waste around ; 
Leaping from rock to rock, from wood to wood, 
O'er isthmus, isle, and long-resounding flood. 
And had not midnight to his lone retreat, 
Through starless darkness led my wandering feet. 
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ThrrCi where he died, ' without a band lo save^' 
Tbcrc wouid thc wolf, beside the dashbg n^ve, 
Have gtvcQ his shroudtcss Eimbs a linng gmve, 
•* Foot sore, and weary^ and in soul distress'd, 
I was teturrimg from the tmveird west : 
The night was gloom tjnbroken ; and £ lost 
Mjr way amid tbc oaaiiy paths that cross'd 
The daüferoitö forest Long and far I went 
StiJl more and more aatniy» and vainly sent 
Uy voice for help through echöing gloom abroad 
ht lait Ä red light from a lonc abode 
Flash^d through the kindllng verdure. Vast and 

high 
The building ckrken*d on the staricss sky, 
Deseited acd all-tenantlcss it seem'd ; 
And yet ihc brightness of a piiie fire gleara'd 
Wide from the centrc of the ample floor. 
Apift 1 stood, and throiigh the open door 
SurTe>*'d awhilc in fear that vault4ike room : 
Iis irmst fvtmng dcpth wa^ lost in gloom. 
l «poke — I shouted i from disturb*d rej^ose, 
Behtnd the fire^ a startlcd wn^tcb arose, 
Casdi^ his Icni^en'd shadow far aloof, 
Thal, like a speU-raiiied giant, propp*d the roof ; 
And^ lighted Irum below, his featurcs wan ^ 
Seeiii*d mch as fear would not ascriue to man. 
Like a stray'd captive by his gaoler found, 
Hb Utnor utler'd a des^mriog sound, 
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While &st he grasp'd with botfa his' hands, his 

hair, 
Gazing on darfcnaw widi a murderei^ stare. 
Thick o'er his brow one laven lock was roll'd, 
And at his feet Senena's terrier howl'd. 
Slow I advanced; bat, with averted look, 
And arms out-6tretch'dyhe shiank — then stood and 

shook: 
An infimt might have fellM him with a flower ; 
For she, whom he had wiong^d in evil hour, 
Was present to his soul with dread and might ; 
One, one wild thought absorb'd his spirit quite, 
Faintly he said, ' I have expected thee ; 
Come, let me kiss thy child, and cease to be !* 
But when I named his hapless name, and grasp'd 
His rugged band, with thickening throat he gasp'd ; 
He look'd — and seem*d to fear to look again ; 
And torturing memory rush'd into his brain. 
But when he saw the bright tear on my cheek, 
And when I bade God help him, accents weak 
Of thanks half-utter'd trembled on his tongue; 
Faint on my agitated arm he hung. 
The voice of kindness, mighty to subdue, 
Fell on his soften'd soul like heavenly dew ; 
And whei^ I pra/d for him, his heart look'd up ; 
Hope faintly brighten'd in his bitter cup ; 
He kneePd, he kiss'd my feet, he sobb'd, he wept, 
And nearer to his guest the terrier crept. 
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" And oft— his only visitor — I sought 
The hennit of the desert ; for I thought 
That He, who died for all, might yet impart 
The giace that passeth utterance to his haart ; 
And alteration in his eye to me 
Seem'd heaven-sent hope, and growing piety. 
Bat weak and weaker hourly he became ; 
More frequent tremors shook his faded frame ; 
A deadly hectic flush'd his fallen cheek ; 
His voice was changed to treble, small and weak ; 
Pain in his eye subdued th' expression wild — 
The Misanthrope was gentle as a child ; 
And he complain'd that oft the light was green, 
That blue sparks girt his bed, in darkness seen, 
And that the rushes on the floor had wings, 
And moved, and flew, like animated things. 
Then would he moum his nights unbless'd with 

sleep, 
And bend his face upon ray knee and weep, 
And say that he had wished in vain to die ; 
And that (although he shrunk when death seem'd 

nigh) 
Oft had he gazed upon the heaving raain, 
And long'd to leap, and tum'd, and look'd again. 
But if I pra/d him to retum with me, 
Then, like a wretch who strives with agony, 
And deeply maim'd, prepares his final blow. 
He musternd up his strength, and answer^d * No ! ' 
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Once, only once, his anguish sank m poifr. 
And utter'd aO a broken heaif 8 despdr : — 
'Jn doubt I lived, in honor I expire ; 
Release me, O rdease me I in thine ire ; 
Or in thy mercy, Father, set me free I 
For my eyes hate the blessM sun to see» 
That only bids my hopeless spirit moum 
Cer ill-spent houn that never can retunL* 

** When last I sought his hermit-homet no smoke 
Rose o'er the hemlock huge, or greener oak. 
My heart misgave me as my steps drew near, 
And chill I enternd with foreboding fear. 
No voice replied to mine ; the dog had fled ! 
The house was tenantless, the fire was dead. 
Night came in storms ; and I, perforce, must 

stay, 
And wait in loneliness the coming day. 
O'erwearied, soon I slept ; but thunders deep 
Roused me, appaU'd, from unrefreshing sleep, 
And the still horror of portentous dreams. 
Night seem'd etemal ; and the moming beams, 
As if averse to chase so foul a night, 
Prolong'd their slumber in the hall of light 
But when the grey-eyed moming sweetly spread > 
Her dappled mantle o*er the mountain's head, 
I issued from my prison-house of dread. 

" The sun had not yet risen. The forest threw 
Gigantic darkness on the mingled hue 
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Of goid aod crimson m the brightening sky ; 
The iea was ficry purple to the eye ; 
And o*€T thc wavcsj stiU warring mih the gale, 
The mooii was shining calm, and cold^ and pale. 
Frovo'd sea and stmnd, tut heaven divinely 

smilcd ; 
Andt cheer'd. I sought the hermit in the wild. 
I i«9cli'd bis wanted Station on the shore ; 
1 fbood him there ; and to the biUow's roar 
Ht teem'd to listen from hb bed of sand, 
Uli fiice lo he&ven, his head upon hU hand. 
1 pmaacd—^nd feit at heart a deadly ehill : 
Did ö'cr brcathing bosom lie &o still ? 
Wm as thc occan's fwim, with unclosed e^e, 
Äs if to tike bis farewcU of the sky, 
Sereoe be lay m eYerlasting rest^ 
Tlke latthfii] tenier pining on his breast 

"Scarce haih the lily faded on her shroud, 
Sbce eai^ s cold cunain, like a frietidly doudi 
Qosed o'er our sinful sister 1 and the tear 
Of dread mnd woe is damp upon her bier. 
She dkl iMit go before him t he is heie ! 

** Y&^ fyieii and hapless maiden t Ae is come 
Who teni üty immeleiä baby to the tomb| 
Aad kd thee farth Trum Paradise to weep : 
to sQeiicc by thy side his dust shall sLeep. 
Poor saücfer i is thc day of trouble past ? 
And hmvt jfe reich'd a shehenng port at last ? 

L 1^1 
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Ye pair whom death hath wedded 1 maj je i 
From that cold bed, ledoeni'd, bejond the ikSte 
To bless Etenud Mercy, when the powen 
Of sin are vanquish'd 1 But to us and oun. 
Long shall your union be a moumfid page^ 
In admonition rieh : and yoath and age 
(Not taught like yoa) shall xead with streamiog eye 
Your letter'd stone, and ponder solemnly. 
Youth ! would'st thou end in woe ? in guilt bepn ; 
* Tke curse of God is in the hause of sin.* 
Jjook heie, unholy Love ! thy victims these : 
Behold thy triumphs ! thou, whose lip can freeze 
The wärmest bosom, blast the fairest face ! 
Thou who canst wed affection to disgrace, 
Tum beaut/s locks to horror with thy breath. 
And round youth's temples bind the coronal of 
death'/' 
The earth feil heavy on the coffin'd clay 
That, deep interr'd, awaife the Judgment Day. 
A sudden whirlwind shook the gospel-oak ; 
White in the bay the booming billow broke ; 
And there was tumult in the lurid sky, 
Red battle in the clouds ; and terror's eye 
Saw forms of dread through heaven's broad desert 

roam ; 
Close press'd the awe-struck crowd, and hurried home. 
Even Kirk himself, who scom'd the uttefd word, 
A cold freethinker, simpering while he heard, 
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Feit his heart awed with new reflection now, 
And thoug^ts unwelcome sadden'd on his brow. 
Cer the cold dead broods silence, hush'd and deep, 
And Henley slumbers where his victims sleep. 
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NOTES, 



tht eartk-werm glidt* 



The idea i wUb si funeral sennorn Wft* 

sug^gested tA »raiicm deUverrd by the Rev 

Jacob Brettel »irly teacber, one of llie tnosi 

respectable ol ' men^ — n humble 5ebooltna,ster 

He was oiie ui d bcing^ whom tbe im^rnri'td 

State of Society to sübsist ittnong us. He was 

disititerestednesa i of genius, of infaittiite kind- 

licH^s, of patriar ^titlest and most bctievoleat of 

living creatunes, riiiinDie» pious. indUÄirious, and f^ign&i. " bt? 
lived and died as few can live and die ; " and bis appropriate epitaph 
would be — " Here lies the best of men, Joseph Ramsbottom." 

(k) Buf thau no more, with eye refresh'd, shalt see 
The long-watcKd seedlingfrom the soil aspire. 
That fondness for flowers, which bas distinguished many able 
men, was remarkable in Joseph Ramsbottom. 

(•) Or polyanthus, edged with golden wire. 
The distinct edge in the polyanthus is one maric of a good flower. 
Depth of colour is another. 

(<) Whfn winds of midnigkt pliy 
Oh that wild harp which well thy skill couldframe. 
Joseph RamsbottQm was at once an able mathematician and in- 
genious mechanic. He was in tbe habit of amusing his few leisure 
bours with the constniction of varions nicknacks ; and, among 
others, ihe ^Eolian harp. 

(•) For dire Metacom queltd. 
Metacom, the celebrated " King Philip." 

" Yet be the savage in the man forgiven." 
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Ettiait. t §m teid, cmM mm p(>mb\y hmvt uiiered thh senrimenL 
I m* pfriii|K> wroiic in nisiog lijm abovip th? prcjudices Qf the 






Tlie dmih of Philip, Iti reTrospect^ makes difl«wnt Impmssions 

I vbfft «rere mnde at tbo time of tbc evcnt 1( wm ttien con- 

dtt ih« cjLÜticCloQ of a virulent and itiiplacable cneinjf : it is 

«s th« laJl of 4 greai warrior, a peneitBUng ttatesmun, 

A ail|^]f pfinee. tt Uten Ofdied universal joy and congmtulA- 

L M ÜkO prehidtf to thc tbsr of n mefcilesi wm- 1 it now iiwiikcfis 

9* idleefki&s on the instnbility of empin«, the peculiar destiay of 

äboffginal noe, mtid the in&cruuble decrets of Heaveji. Th« 

öf ll!* taan wa^ thcfi overloolced in ttie cruelty of the 

t mnd titele allowsinc« was mndv for th<* Diitumt jcalotu^y of 

•OvfiMgfi, Ott Acootint ot iht bart5ttritics of thc warrior, Phibp^ 

b» procroi of Ibe E^^fighnh ii?ttl«m«nts, forcsnw the toss of bis 

•ad ib« min of hLs irtbc, and mitdc one migbtjf eflfi?it to 

Üuma caluniiics, Our pity for bis mtafortimcs wouM t>e 

L tf WC eotild rriy an the tmditioti, tbjit Philip, and 

elikf old mem, wcfie iit firsi nvcr^e to Um vior; thftt he wrpt «.t 

nei»» of thr hnt En^Ush who werc kUlcd : und Ihat be was 

knio ihoie rocsi^u^^ by Ihe irrealst tbk miportiimiy of bi» 

{*} A'irk, »PiM gh&my siatr, 

AmJ. ihiriing^ titmiui/tard rtMit^m thtri. 

**C«enp)«lnu weite mide to ibe King ag^nst Maissebiisettä 
tt. had not ytx been pradaimed by l^ieIn,**^//^p/li■#J. 
Aa «ddfOi to the Kittg was «gT«ed to, aod ordefcd lo be sent 

**Tli« Ccmrt publi«bed an order tbe same day. fodsiddiiif db* 
«fd■i^r MNiviour on the o€c»ioi3, and in a parlicnbir mmtner- 
*11»t ooman »baU pRstnne to drink bis Majest/a bmttb, «hidi, 
<bt et A u «y^t * he hüth in an «>p«dal manncf forbid/ Thb Ijiai 
pH Q i bih i i t JUB i whatever mjis it« orfftn, was 1^17 pnldettt Had wh;it 
mm UMdäim been pnjoitied, i1 mifbt Itav« proved too severe a it^sX 
d Übt loyaIt|r %it ihe coiunkts^etpeeJaUy If »bat Chalmprs says 
«BC itrletly tme, ihat King Cbarles «nd New Enfttnnd mutuolly 
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häted« coniemned) and feared esch otber during bis rdgn< becau 
the One suspected its prindple of rtttacbment, and the other dreadeU 



Htm 

Thetr p^Tfi 

"John Davenp 
LoTidoD, accomps 
mercliaiits of Loa«, 
this Summer (1637) 
aud rdigjous liberty y.^ 

" Davenport, Eaton^ 



^ 



and L. 

finrl, i.. 



Minister of CoJettwm Streel. in 
IS Eaton and Edward Hopkins^ 
tbcr respectable pei-sotis, airivcd 
9 unmotested enjoyment cf civil 
3f tlieir emigiation/'— //p/m^j. 
it of their company^, saikd from 
,.rtijt ii forrnii^bt, arrived -Tf the 



desired port. On the i8th of April they kq>t their first Sabbath in 
the place under a large, spreading oak. where Davenport preached 
to them." — Holmes. 

" In the spring of the year, an order was given to the Lord 
Treasurer to take speedy and effectual course for the stay of eigbt 
ships then in the Thames. prepared to sail for New England. By 
this Order, Oliver Cromwell, Sir Arthur Hazlerig, John Hampden. 
and other patriots, were prevented from coming to America. How 
limited the foresight of man— how inscnitable the counsels of God ! 
By this arbitrary measure, Charles L, far from suspecting thal the 
future revolutions of his kingdom were to be excited and directed 
by persons in such an humble sphere of hfe, forcibly detained the 
men destined to overtum his throne, and terminate his days by a 
violent dsaXh."— Holmes, 



W WhiUElliot, 

Beneath the gospel-oak essays to speak. 

"On the 28th of October, 1646, the Reverend John Elliot com- 
menced those pious and indefatigable labours among the natives 
which ultimately procured for him the title of the Indian Apostle. 
His first visit was to the Indians of Norrantum." — Holmes. 

" On the approach of EUUot, with three other persons, Waban, a 
wise and grave Indian, attended by five or six othen, met him, and 
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»eloomed him and his oompaDions into a large wigwam, where a 
ooosideimble nomber of his oountrymen attended, to hear the new 
docthne. After a short prajrer in Englisb. Mr. Elliot preached a 
fennoo of an botir's length in the Indian language, and was well 
onderstood by his attentive auditory. Many of the hearers listened 
to the discoune with tears. Waban received religious impressions 
whkh were never afterwards lost," — Hutchinson. 

"The Indian translation of the New Testament, by the Rev. 
John EUioC was finished this year, (1661,) printed, and dedicated 

to Charles IV— Holmes. 
"The Rev. John EUiot completed his translation of the Bible in 

the Indiaa language, which H^as now (1664) printed in Cambridge." 

—Hmtckimsom. 



(») The curse of God is in the honse of sin. 

"The cune of the Lord is in the house of the wicked."— Prov. 
c- äi., V. 33. 
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SPIRITS AND MEN. 

AN SPIC FOUL 



To JAMU MoirroonKKT, Eaq., sntfaor of "Tht WoiM 

tbe Flood,** I dedkate in this ftigment aa «yJiiMwa «f ny 
presmnptioo and my deqMdr. 



PREFACE. 

'Ilie World before the flood has fumished four EngUsh poets with 
noble subjects forpoetry. 

"The Paradise Lost" is totally unlike all tbe poetry that has 
followed it. Even in the controversial metaphysics of his poetiy, 
Milton has found no rival; and although Byron, in his " Cain," has 
combined tendemess the most touching with a lofty sublimity, still 
it may be said, with tmth, of the Bard of our Republic, that he has 
never been imitated. 

" Byron's '* Heaven and Barth," which has fumished mc with a 
title, is fuU of passages which none but he could have written ; and 
it also affords some instances of the facility with which the noble 
bard could extract honeyfrom any flower or weed. however humble. 
He has transcribed, almost literally, the dying words of Eugene 
Aram :— "What am I better than my fathers?— death is natural 
nnd neoessary." He was no dramatist, but he knew how to borrow 
from a page which he could not have written ; and in this instance 
he borrowed wisely. The human heart in despair fumished him 
with a trath which Bacon wrote long before; but Bacon wroteit 
unendangered and not so well. 

' ' The Loves of the Angcls " is an invaluable gem. which will 
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, MC vttb üb« '* Et^gj in m Cmmtij Cburcfayard.*' tmt wilh ihe 
"^ lUpe öf Uie Lock." Soijietimes, indfed, we carmot belp thinkmg 

1 1 hne fMfdoii'-^t ii na lopgct failiiooable tot foung coxoomb« 

^ MimtgMiiety's *' World befor« ibe Flood" If defidciit in üctloa^ 
I ttot COHtAln otne well-dmwn chfuiijcter. But the mddenti 
l i» penjiiment inrcrcst. Perluips Ihet* U nolhing tu 
iil poilfT mporior ro Ihc po&sagc whicb descnbe^ the retutn ol 
<tjvQ^ '* When foung And old wenl tonh to m^< iheir %ttis*"' 
I llualc tti« po«fD b 109 iplntud ^ tnitie. on the contrary, ** is of 
«tili, crnnby/' fhil in^bil« llifi eagle soars tc» tKc &un» ihi* dog inuj 
tfmshc fMtre air o» the mouiiliüiii below ; oivd. whether b« be ibe 
Inttbk Iticad dl tbtt beg£ftf ctf thc priacc, stitl ti b with mtui thni 

If it ii luked, Whjr 1 pr^ume tö sbooae a subJecT «bich has 
i]|icadl)r o^cupied mII ituU ts itanscendeol m fenhis ? 1 ;iD5wer, lluil 
t cbooM tt for tbat v^ry rciuon. I m^y reAsonably tbink tliAt 
Kiftecl cidi iMtte HO equiiJ »a a painter ; hui it CoiTTggio t»uJ 
ita^hl Mit b€ ocMild ODt witb imth hfivie Said, '' And 1, too. atii n 
lldntcrt" F^eftMf» tbtreia nottitn^ in iltI ^bich ihe human mtnil 
«01 D0( ret lurpass, «xt^cpt thc m^tef-pitccsof ^hjüdpeare. What t 
aof Hhm mWhaitj of Miltuf) f So, Mihun hna iiot surpa&stid Dunt«. 
Bot wiko 'OH hopc Co surf^öu the hoaut-crushing pACbiis of Byron? 
Fofd eqiBÜkd Ihjit pilIImss; sind v^Ko rendä bim ? But C'omrggio did 
RuplMci, Tru« ; and w hat tben? My bodi» bowevCT 
£ It tOKj be, wlU pefh4p& tie botttr ttun it cotild b^ve 
bMR* hiid f not drterminrd 10 writc wttb gforimis cximpl« btfoiv 
as, and Ui the prcsencT, ju ll Mreri?, of the eonquenDrs of Time. 

A doawUiia Cfitio hat ob»)«ctcd lo onc of thc^ liuman acton in tny 
teSM 4Sf ADAilitktiofi, ihAl bis actiüiu will be oppoätfd Ut \m natur«. 
Bat bibit b 11 «cecmd nntur«. «hich forrnftiines äut>«rs«les tb« ßßt, 
ai 1^ retouchlaii of a dauber eaa luneud into di^&cord tbe »iirnt 
H o q i wpc i of 11 fitw pointing . Ist vepftienltnff Btaljub üb tt^turally 
oat of tbe beif aad noblca« ot bttmui bdngi, i»y Inivation (s toshoiKr 
kov tlw ^tm^m of dtspobc power p^^verti such mamta« ftnd 
nomptlk Bi Bo Mttp Anofn ih«m ealamily* int l«Ad of blesaing. 

I bar« abo bem wrioiisljr wanted. Ibat »omv oi my chjuictcr» 

I iiMicf^finnl. and tberdbf« taipfoper. 1 bopcihqrünMKliäbfp 
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to this objectioiL The duuaden aUnded tö m fonr. Tb« «le 
mott blamed is Tlmiia. the apliit of Abd ; In wbcMii I han wUbed 
topenooify that power which is etlled genlas. No fMX fadn; 
better establisbed tban f h«t eveiy graot i mp t o temcnt in tbe ooodi- 
tioQ of tbe human noe maybe träoed to icmienediaiilcd li^ 
mach of the faiterest of the stoiy is fbanded on this Isict, and on the 
meetings of Tiimia with bis brother Cain, who, nnder tbe nane of 
Shemeber, wanden homeless on the eaith, deploring and SBflfcring 
the conseqoences of bis crime, yet doomed to die only with the 
worid in which he became the fint homicide. I am atoo bkmed 
fbr giving viitoes to lambces, one of the CsDen angels. Fonwd fiir 
inoesHuit action, it was oooe his offioe and bis delight to m e e dmp t avf 
and control the comets in their oooises i but doomed» nv Us revolt» 
to watch tlie gates of Eden, he steals thenoe, at timea, to fue 
nnseea on the widowed 211ah, wbom he loves with a pore and 
passionate affection, and to whose lifeless form he clings in despair, 
vfhen it floats on the waters which have entombed man and his 
worlcs. But the great fault of my subject is, I confess, the supposed 
necessity of destroying the world, in consequeoce of the wickedness 
of its inhabitants. Did the Creator do his worlc imperfectly? He 
could, or he could not, have prevented the catastropbe. After all, 
this is the great metaphysical difficulty, founded on the existence of 
evil, into which all other difficulties resolve themselves, when we 
attempt, with our limited &culties, to unveil the inscrutable. It is, 
however, a difficulty which must be met— it cannot be evaded : I 
have, therefore, endeavoured to represent, in the character of Jod, 
Clirist the Creator and future Redeemer, first tiying to avert, and 
then with almost human sympatby deploring the inevitable min of 
the work of his bands. For part of this conception, I have the 
poetical authority of Milton ; and it is not, I hope, though I am 
told it is, theologically objectionable. 
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BOOK I. 

I SING of men and angels, and the days 
When God repented Him that He had made 
Man on the earth ; when crimes alone won praise ; 
When the few righteous were with curses paid, 
And none seem'd vile as they whom tnith betra/d ; 
Till hope despair'd her myriad sons to save, 
And giant sin fiU'd up their universal grave. 

But these — are these the flowers of Paradise, 
That bloom'd when man before his Maker stood 
OflTring his sinless thoughts in sacriiice ? — 
Flowers, ye remind me of rock, vale, and wood, 
Haunts of my early days, and still loved well : 
Bloom not your sisters fair in Locksle/s dell ? 
And where the sun, o'er purple moorlands wide, 
Gilds Wliamdiffe's oaks, while Don is dark below ? 
And where the blackbird sings on Rother's side ? 
And where Time spares the age of Conisbro' ? — 
Sweet flowers, remember'd well! your hues, your 

breath, 
Call up the dead to combat still with death : 
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The spirits of my buried years arisel 

Again a chüd, where chÜdhood roved I nin ; 

While groupsof speedwell, with their bright blue eyes/ 

Like happy children, düster in the sun. 

Still the wan primrose hath a golden core ; 

The millefoii, thousand-leaf'd, as heretofore, 

Displays a little World of flowVels grey ; 

And tiny maids might hither come to cull 

The woe-raark'd cowslip of the dei*7 May ; 

And still the fragrant thom is beautiful, 

1 do not dreara ! Is it, indcecl, a rn^i* 

That yonder in the deep'ning sunset glows ? 

Methinks the orchis of the fountain'd wold 

Hath, in its well-known beauty, something new. 

Do I not know thy lofty disk of gold, 

Thou, that still woo'st the sun, with passion true ? 

No, splendid stranger ! haply, I have seen 

One not unlike thee, but with humbler mien, 

Watching her lord. O lily, fair as aught 

Beneath the sky ! thy pallid petals glow 

In evening's blush ; but evening borrows nought 

Of thee, thou rival of the stainless snow — 

For thou art scentless. Lo ! this finger'd flower, 

That round the cottage window weaves a bower, 

Is not the woodbine ; but that lowlier one, 

With thick green leaves, and spike of dusky fire, 

Enamour'd of the thatch it grows upon, 

Might be the house leek of rüde Hallamshire, 
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And wouM awake, beycnd dlvorcing seas, 

Thoughis of grecn England's peaceful cottag^. 

Vesy and this blue-eyed child of earth, thnt bends 

It« hcad OD Icavü^s wjth liquid diamonds set» 

A baivcDlf fingrance In its sighing sends ; 

And thotigh 'ti& not our dawncast violei, 

Yci might ii# haplyp to tbe zet>h>T teil 

Tliat ^8 bdoved by villagt: niaids as wdL 

Thou litlle, dusky, criin&on-bosom'd bird, 

Startitig^ bui not in fc^r, from tree lo tree I 

I oever ^^t thy plainiive love-ootes heard» 

Hm hasl thou been a Buppliant erst to me 

For table crumbs, when winds bow'd bmncb and 

stcnif 
Ajid leafless twigs fomi*d winter's dladem * — 
Ko, thou ajt not the bird that haunts the grange» 
SCofm-pinch'd, with bright black eyes and breast of 

flanic 
t look on tbings famümr, and yet stränge, 
Rnown, md yet ncw, most Uke^ yet not the same ; 
i hcar m voice, ne'er heard before, repeat 
Songs of the past. But Nature's voice is sweet, 
Wbetever beard ; htr works, wberever scen, 
Alt migtu and b^auty to the mlnd and eye i 
To the ione heart, though oceans roU between» 
Sbc speaks of things that but witii life can die ; 
And wbÜ€, abovc ihe thundering Gihon*s foam« 
Tiiat cottage smokes, my heait seems stüi at home. 



174 spmrx9 Aim'4ttii. 

In England stillr--4Kras^ diaie ao na^^ 
Sweei>% like a foamii^^etttliqii^^ 
Bat still in England» wfacte iock-diadtng*wood 
.Shek^s the peasanf s home, remote from croiivd% 
And shdter'd once as noUe hearts as tfet 
Dwdtinth' Almighty'sfisnn^and Imevnorgiiilt^nor fetf^ 
How Uke an ea^ from bis mileJiq^ todk^ 
Down sweqps die<jilK»iy smitten into oittt 
On gioaning crags» tliat, tirander^tann'd, vmst 
The headlong dnmdeTi and eternal thodc, 
Wherey üeü: below, like ages witb their deedSy 
The wat'ry anarchy doth foam and sweep ! 
Now wing'd with light, which wingM gloom succeeds ; 
Now beautiful as hope, or wild and deep 
As fate's last mystery ; now swift and bright 
As human joy, then black as horror's night ! 
And high above the torrent, yet how near, 
The cottage of the woodman, Thamar, Stands, 
Gazing afar, where Enoch's towers appear, 
And distant hills, that look on farther lands. 
Beautiful cottage ! breathe thy air of bahn, 
Safe as a sleeping cloud, when heaven is calm ! 
Smile, like an exiled patriot, on the bed 
Of death, with not a friend to close his eyes ! — 
Smile in the brightness of the sunset red, 
On all that pride strives vainly to despise ! 
Beautiful cottage ! with an eamest tear, 
My soul hath swom grief never enternd here. 
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Have I thcn found on earth the long sought bcaVn, 
^Vhcf ^ man s associatCf Sorrow, never came ? 
Wliew humblcd sin ne er wex>t to he forgiven, 
And lalsehood's cheek ne'er blush'd wiüi truth and 

shame? 
Alaa ! lone coltage of the mountain's brow I 
All ihat wan grief can leach Uimu inmates know» 
l look upon the world before the flood 
That vainly swept a sinfiil mce away : — 
Vaiiüy» if tyrants itili disport in blood ; 
If thtf who loil are still the spoiler's prey ; 
If war, waste, want, Tebellion, now, as then, 
Rave over nations, gro\^ii in foUy grey ; 
And eärih, beneath the feet of ho{:»eless men^ 
Stül gro^img, dies, ** Redeniptioa cometh 1 " — When ? 
World before the Flood ! thou answer'st noi, 
Thotigh, Jitill ini|x>rtunate, I quesiion thee ! 
Shall f , then, paini thee, as thou seem'st afar, 
Seen through the mist of years, a moral blot, 
Too like the world that b, and long raay be ? 
Spiiit» and men ! Spirtts that were and arc ! 
Tboijgh worlds grow old in dar kncss, I will write 
The dmnaa of your deeds, with none to aid, 
Add Done tu praise my song ; noi iil rcpaid 
E'en bf the pleasing tabour of my choice ; 
Andf haply, not in %ain I lift my voice, 
latent to teach the futurc by the past, 
If tjuth, Itke deaih, long shunn'd^ is mei at lasi. 
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Yes, lonely cottage of the mountain^s brow ! 

Ali that wan grief caa teach thioe inmates know , 

For on thy humble pallet Thamar sleeps. 

And ZiUali dares not hc he yet will \vake ; 

Pale, with her children, d; bis side she weeps. 

Yet, yet he shall revive, an l speak, and take 

A last farewell of her, so tnie and dear, 

Who watches him in h —ah, no ! in fear l — 

The victim of a < r heavy breath, 

And the rack's to v im'd in youth to death/ 

Because he dar^ wi lions tarne too long» 

To murmur at misrule too long endnred ; 

Six years chain'd down in Enoch's dungeons strong ; 

Released by seeming mercy, yet secured 

By cunning vengeance, while it but set free 

The thrall which death had mark'd for liberty. 

Unconscious of all strife, he struggles now ; 

But Zillah feels the pang that knits his brow. 

Oh, how intensely still she bends above 

The sire of children not yet fatherless ! 

Did not his lip, his bosom, feebly move ? 

Did he not faintly sigh ? O happiness ! 

He breathes — ^for her he looks (but long in vain) 

Who would not quit for worlds that scene of pain ; 

And she bends o'er him speechless. How he tries 

To utter her dear name ! Strong spasms control 

His tongue ; but while the half-form'd accent dies, 

His eyes meet hers, and soul is mix'd with soul ; 
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; thüughts, the feeltnp of löDg years, 
Are mtnglcd in wild joy that haih no words, no tears I 



Words catnüy at iength, and tears were wildJy shed* 

•• 1 die ai home, atid thou art here»*' he said ; 

** ßut thqygh mieasedi I die at homet and feel 

Thf warm tears, Zillah, od niy bosom coM ; 

Thiok noI ihat aught but frre can soften steel, 

Or tkil, in pity» woEves relax their hold. 

Oh» I har« dream'd of volleyed seas, and fire, 

Sad rctriinitioni haply, yet to be 1 

The tyninf s power and will obey a higher ; 

Aad raio ts hytnan strife wiih desttny. 

Kiiav, dorn xhy womb ihe desiined twain have spmng, 

On wham thc faic of this doom'd world is hang. 

laay thcir deeds» ma^animous and Just» 
Canccl thc crimen of ages, and retrieve 

The Cainting hopes of man, when I am dust 1 — 

Poe i must leave thee, £va I I must leave 

Thee, my brave boy 1 your sire ts summon^d hence 

To join Mahali, whom his innoceni:e 

Qmld not dcfend or rescue ; if, indcetlr 

My lU-f^iiT^d fAther lives not yet fast bound 

la tortuhng diingeons, whoÄC slow pangs cxcecd 

AU othcr pangSv But» ah I what tnisin Surround 

Hy swtimning bratn f ii^hat means this $uddeD gloom ? 

Talce not iny tJiUdn^ from me ere 1 die I 

1 OBSiot See your facca. Ncarcr come^ 

voi. L s 
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Irad, yet neaier. Eva, art dum nig^? 
Zülah, thy hand— my poor, iU-£Bited (me ! 
I see a shade, resembling thee — ^'tis gone ! ** 

He ended, and with dosing eyes, that seemed 

Unwillingly to veil their oibs, beieaved 

Of that fair foniiy on which their last glance beam'd, 

Sank into gentlest slumbery unperceived. 

But still she listen'd, still gazed on the day 

That, moddng life, yet mute as marble lay ; 

And watdi'd his darkening paleness in despair. 

He died in manhood's prime, nor had slow pain 

Marr'd all his manly beauty ; no grey hair 

Reproach'd his aubum locks. Could she refrain 

From cruel hope ? Ah, yes : she stooping stood, 

And feit in all its woe her ^idowhood. 

She ask'd no i^ings, to bear her soul above, 

Although her dream of earthly bliss was o'er ; 

But on the lips, that smiled in lifeless love, 

She press'd a lip, whidi thenceforth smiled no 

more. 
She stood like Sorrow watching on a tomb. 
The beauteous woe, that charm'd like shaded light, 
The cheek, yet young, that knew no youthful 

bloom. 
Well suited her dark brow and forehead white ; 
And in the sad endurance of her eye 
Was all that love believes of woman's majesty. 
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Could such a pair as this be bom to bring 

Creatures of toil into a world of woe ? — 

From such a stock undying patriots spring, 

As Enoch's rebel-lord too soon may know ; 

For long misrule prepares the dreadful way 

Of him who brings to Baalath dismay. 

^Vhile at her mother's side pale Eva bends, 

And moums her sire, with soul-appalling cries, 

Even now, the son of lifeless Thamar sends 

Half-utter'd threats of vengeance with his sighs. 

He longs to snatch the javlin from the wall ; 

In age a boy, in soul a man, and tall 

Beyond his years, his weeping eyes fiash fire : 

He feels within what power assails in vain ; 

His sobs repeat the last words of his sire ; 

He sees but Thamar's wrongs, Mahali's chain ! 

Man of the future ! thou wilt do or die, 

And deathless is thy wish, " Revenge and liberty ! " 



Midnight wsls past The children of the dead 
Slept : — but the widow kiss'd his stiflPning form, 
Laid out his limbs, and wept; then o'er him 

threw 
Her snoifvy bridal robe, and, like a worm, 
Sank on his breast, convolved, but not in pain. 
Lo! when she waked to thought and gricf 

again, 

N 2 
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A beauteous blue-eyed youth beforc her stood, 
With golden ringlets, and an angers grace, 
And all the sweetness of the fair and good. 
And mor€ than mortaJ sorrow in his face ! 
On his yoiing cheek th* unfaded rose ^*as white. 
And from his sodden hair the min of night 
Dripp'd. ** Give me shdter tili the mom," he cried, 
" I'm tired and cold.'* 
Zilfah, Whence coni'st thou, paUid 05ei 

Tfhuja. Frotn Eden*s forest, wherc the spect 

glide. 

Zil, Where is thy home ? 

Tim. In heaven ! or I have none. 

Z/7. Where are thy parents ? 
Tim, Here no love-taught hird 

Is motherless like me. But thou hast heard 
My Father whisper ! and it shakes th' abode 
Of the archangels. 

Zr7. Teil me, hast thou, then, 

No friends ? 

Tim, Yes, many friends ; the great, good God, 
The sinless spirits, and all righteous men. 
Zil, Where dwell'st thou ? 

Tim, Everywhere. By sunmier floods 

I sleep. I am the guest of all the woods, 
And dine in caves that give the viper birth; 
The clouds look on me from the hurried sky, 
(They know their homeless brother of the earth ;) 
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And all the winds accost me as they fly, 

Still ifv'andering with me through the desert, glad. 

ZU, Whoartthou? 

Tim, I am Timna, calFd the sad, 

Because fond mothers still are doom'd to see 
Their most unhappy sons resemble me ; — 
Timna, at whose approach dull spirits flee ; 
Who sits beneath the roof of amethyst, 
And treads the spacious, mountain-broider'd floor : 
From courts and palaces, with scom dismiss'd, 
Nor always welcomed by the friendless poor ; 
But all the children of the forest know 
The leveret's playmate, the lark's bed-fellow. 



Instinctively the wond nng widow took 

llie fragment of a loaf, her precious hoard, 

Down from its shelf, and pausing, with a look 

Of thoughtfui sadness, laid it on the board. 

** Nay," Said the youth, *' I want not food, but rest ! " 

Then bounded into bed, and slept on Jrad's 

breast. 
But Zillah slept not Till the moming broke, 
She watch'd, in desolation and despair, 
Senseless to all but woe. The guardian oak 
Moan'd o'er the roof it shelter'd ; the thick air 
labour'd wiih doleful sounds ; the night-bird shriek'd 
Thrice ; the expiring embers harshly creak'd ; 



tHi 
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And with stränge boom moiim'd Glhon^s borderin 

wood, 
Heard faintly ; while upon the hearth-stone grey, 



Tlie crick^ 
Bounded unseen. 
(While the low( 
In the fresh bre 
On tlie poor cal 
Lit up into a smil* • 
Of the stiflT corse 



Dre the flood 
I the infant day 
|ves and Öowers all shook 
bnght'niJig look 
th rosy beam, 
es pale 
!, with a scream^ 



Like one who feels the eartn beneath him fall 

For, like a sweet but gather'd flower, life seem'd 

To linger yet with silence and decay. 

But on dark orbs the golden moming beam'd ; 

And on the dead the lifeless blush still lay 

So fair, so life-like, that despair was fain — 

No, not to hope, but yet to weep again. 

She wept, she look'd-r-and, lo ! her children rose 

Companionless ! " Where is the pensive one, 

Who, on my Irad's breast, in sweet repose, 

Lay like a flower?" The stranger youth 

gone I 
Zillah, in fear and wonder, gazed around ; 
But Tirana, the lost Wanderer, was not found. 
" Then hath a vision, beautiful as truth, 
Deceived thee, Zillah, in the shadowy night ? ' 
Was it a dream ? and did no angel youth, 
Shake from his dripping hair the liquid light, 



shook 



was 
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And utter tmimaginablc things ? 

CuDe he» mdeed, like a sHange bird, whose wings 

BliJe wiih uneaithly hues, that on Üie mmd 

Gilt a bewüdeiing gkre ? Or doth mine eye 

See forms, to which untroubled hearts are blmd ? ** 

Pcfpkit*d» and wonder-stricken, silently 

Stie pondcr'd thüs ; whiJe, ihrougb ihe opeo doot 

Swift Irad no t'wards Gihon's wooded sbofe, 

Kot witbout purjjQse ; for» amid ihe trees, 

As (tom the heightiä bis rapid way he benf , 

His bright curls IrembUng backward from tlic 

breete, 
He mw ihe wondrous youth, and, wond*ring, ucnt 
To meet him. Hand in band, along the lawn, 
Jjoveljr alikc^ they come* A lifeless fawn 
Upon thc board the gracefyl stranger tbrew ; 
Laid on tlie floor hts quiver and bis bow ; 
Ua."th'd fnjm his bare and snowy feet the dew ; 
StToked back the golden ringlets from bis brow ; 
And look*d like mom, " wiih cyes of azurc light,** 
^ Know ye," hc said, ** the Wanderer of Üie night ? 
Lol He who feeds thc wren, hath sent ye 

food! 
Beliold the himieif who, m darkness tinds 
FMbi only trcxl by spirits of the wood, 
.lud knowi the secrcts of thc waves and winds I 
Me— a» ihe scraphtm and cberubim^ 
Who scnrc fthom ihvj «dofe, have necd of hlm. 
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As I of Hirn who sent me — ye witl tieei 

Strength is vouchsafed thee, mother 1 strength» lo 

cope 
With earth and hell ; and He, from whom proceed 
All perfect gifts, bids thee cndure in hope. 
O my swcet Irad ! I will show thee all 
The wonders of the forest walks ; and we 
WDi hear the sky-invading mountains call 
On (lod, in thunden Wut üiou huRt with me ? 
Oft will we chase the deer o'er dazzUng snow 
Abo VC the clouds ; and thou shalt bear my bow. 
Last night, methought that I was bome, with thee, 
Beyond the gorgeous rainbow, through the cold, 
Blue air, star-high, above a cloudy sea ; 
\Vhen, lo ! bright waves of glass, with foreheads bold, 
Like towers of light, in majesty arose, 
Ot like earth's mountains, but more vast than those : 
Now, mute as mountains in their hoods of snow ; 
Now, like ten thousand Gihons, cnish'd and riven 
And shatter'd into darkness by one blow 
Of deafening lire, from end to end of heav*n. 

do not thou despise the dreams of sleep ! 
Dreams come from God, and oft have meanings 

deep. 
But know'st thou, boy, that I interpret dreams ? 

1 will Interpret mine, when tired we lie 

On some bare rock, amid the cloudless beams 
Of the lone sun, while, midway in the sky, 
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Forms, such as live in heaven-sent visions bright, 
Are dash'd, at once, from glory into night. 
Hut righteous deeds can wash out crimes ; and ye, 
The last of Abel's race, are arm'd with power 
To wing with gloom or light the d jstined hour ; 
To call down vengeance from the starless sky, 
( h quench in joy the wide world's misery." 

Inspired or mad the fervid wanderer wrought 
Faith in his hearers. Zillah wept aloud, 
In joy and grief, and marveH'd, when she thought 
Of Thamar's dying words. Humbly she bow'd 
Her head in silent prayer ; while Timna's face 
Was clasp'd to Irad's heart, in friendship's first 
embrace. 

\o friendly neighbour, in his sad attire, 

Game to see Thamar in his last home laid : 

^\^lo soothed the children ? \Vho bewaird the sire ? — 

All shunn'd the house proscribed. But Eber made, 

Keneath the loftiest tree that crown'd the steep, 

His brother's narrow bed of lasting sleep, 

And hallow'd it with curses : low and dread, 

He mutter'd threats of vengeance o'er the dead. 

So solemn priest the ritual grand intoned ; 

\o moumhil bell toird for the doom of all ; 

But o'er his lifeless form Affection moan'd, 

And kings might envy Thamar's funeral : 
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Bcme lo the grave hy all he loved in life, 

Around him wept, son, daughter, brother, wifc I 

And Tirana raiscd the sweetest voice that e'er 

Was heard bcn< lopy : — 

'* Restt woe-wo en^st nor crime, nor 

fearl i 
Sweet after toil lir iit free, 

Enfranchised sU hf lask k donej 

Although the fs begun ! " 

Then all was silcnt, save the p-drawn sigh 

And bursting sob. But soon stränge sounds were 

heard 
That roused the echoes ; and, approaching nigh, 
The sun-bright car of Baalath appear'd, 
Drawn by six out-stretch'd steeds, that scom'd the 

rein, 
0*er which the afTrighted driver shriek'd in vain. 
Groanmg, with shaken forelock, each swift horse 
Shot from his eyes the shiver'd light abroad, 
Couch'd close his ears, and in his sightless course, 
Beat up the thunder from the granite road : 
Wild as the foam of Gihon, backward stream'd 
The toss of frighted manes : the pale slaves scream'd 
In terror for their lord. All stooping low — 
With bloody whip and spur — all follow'd fast ; 
And power-adoring Jared, hopeless now, 
Pursued the fluctuating car, aghast, 
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Yet resolute with Baalath to die. 

The king alone, though not to danger blind. 

Säte unappaird in kingly dignity ; 

He only worthy seem'd to rule mankind. 

Like brandish'd torches, steeds and chariot flash'd, 

Like rushing flames, along the rugged path ; 

And, lo ! th* unsleeping height, whence Gihon 

dash'd 
From rock to rock, a giant in his wiath ! 
Still onward, onward steeds and chariot blazed ; 
The moumers started from their woe and gazed t 
But at that moment, from the depth sublime, 
A man arose, grey-hair'd, of thoughtful mien ; 
Grcy-hair'd, and yet no pencil-mark of time 
On his fresh cheek, or lofty brow, was seen : 
He, rising, like the spirit of the fiood, 
Said to the frantic steeds, " Stand ! " and they 

stood. 
Jared again breathed freely ; and all eyes 
Look'd on the stranger. There was in his face 
Terrible beauty. Something of the skies 
Seem'd mix'd up with his clay ; a heavenly grace 
Awed in his action. Young, to every eye, 
Yet old he seem'd ; as if etemity 
Had feit the weight of years ; or gloom and light, 
Deathless and coincamate, moved and spoke ; 
A human presence, with a spirit's might, 
That was ere death was — yea, ere moming broke 
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On lands where life was not, save life that fear'd 
Nor shroud, nor worm. As when heaven's fire hath 

sear'd 
The early verdure of a giant wood, 
Throned on the mountains; still the living shade 
Renews its pride, though smitten: so he stood— 
Like placid Jove, in marble undecajr'd, 
Gazing on time, with death-defying eye, 
And throning on his brow divinity. 

The king descended from the airested car ; 
The monarch was forgotten in the man ; 
And, as a friend with friend familiär, 
Swift to embrace that form divine, he ran, 
And shook his calm preserver by the band ; 
Then, tuming coldly, he resumed the king, 
And, pausing, spoke 4 — " But if an angel's wing 
Had swept us from the abyss, and on the land 
Placed US in safety, still we could have said 
But this — that, everywhere, the royal head 
Hath heavenly guardians. Man, what is thy 
name ? " 

Joe/. My name is Joel. 

Baalath, Well, so let it be. 

But not, perchance, the exile ! — No ? 

JoeL The same. 

Baalath. No more an exile, then — I pardon 
thee. 
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Now, ask a boon, and on my royal word, 
It shall be thine. 

Jod, Let Enoch's flatternd lord, 

For once, hear truth. This is the boon I crave. 

Baalath, Who yet e'er lied to Baalath, and wore 
His head a fortnight ? The presumptuous slave ! 
Well, let US hear, what kings ne'er heard before, 
That slaves are grateful. When? — e'en when thou 
wilt 

He smiled, and yet his right hand sought the hilt 
Of his keen sword- Smiling, he tum*d away, 
To hide the rage that shook his inmost soul ; 
And, while the mouraers linger'd yet, to pay 
The debt of love and grief, with troubied scowl 
Approach'd them, follow*d by his guards. He 

stood 
Beside the grave ; he trembled, and the blood 
Rush'd to his heart. " Widow ! I come too late, 
And yet I came to pardon and to save ; 
But all men, kings themselves, must bow to fate. 
I cannot call thy husbond from the grave ; 
But I would dry thy tears. Behold in me 
Thy king and friend : nor destitute is she 
On whom the royal condescension tums 
.Vn eye of favour. With a doubting fro^n, 
Thy son beholds me. In his bosom bums 
The spirit that I like. Though bom a clown, 
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Yet if a down he die, be Ms the blame. 
I wiU advance htm to thc height of ^une, 
HooouTj and wealth ; and Eva shall repair 
To Enoch's marble halls. She was not bom 
I To waste her sweetness on the desert air." 
Zillah looked up ; but sorrow conquer'd scom. 
She tried to speak ; but her lip^ quivering, feil* 
Then in sweet tones, but deep and tt-rrible, 
Tim na, like trüth denouncing guilt, address'd 
Th* astonish*d son of Hamath the severe. 

" Thou bane and t error of a land oppress'd ! 
King by thy sire's successful treason, haar ! 
Tod soon, dost thou forget what causes laid 
Methuliel at a subject's feet, betra/d ! 
That evil comes of evil, multiplied 
Still by its increase, tili endurance fling 
His bürden at the feet of tyrant pride, 
And vengeance, hallow'd by long suffering, 
Arraying havock under all the sky, 
Woe's dreadful eure is its enormity ! 
Pleased with thy people's bane, thy law of force, 
Thou gazest smiling on a realm undone, 
And know'st not that thou gazest on a corse, 
Whose features swell and redden in the sun, 
While the worms' motion, in their hungry strife, 
Makes an abhorr'd caricature of life. 
See where, unseen, their loathsome feast they share ! 
See ! — ^why wilt thou not see that death is there ? 
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But, last of Cain's blind race, thou worse than blind, 
Hark ! there are whispers in the boding wind ! 
Thy victims bid me speak their murderer's doom. 
Truth, told to thee, shall be to thee a lie, 
And falsehood truth. Friendship and love shall 

bloom 
Like venomous flowers to thee : thy jaundiced eye, 
Hating their innocence, shall gloat on weeds ; 
For cherish'd foes shall rule thee and thy deeds ; 
And thou on Danger's lap thy rest shall take, 
Till, thunder-stunn'd, thou wake aghast, to gaze 
On lightnings that the earth's deep centre shake ; 
Then rush, for very dread, into the blaze — 
Dead, with a single shriek ! while all who hear 
That one ^ild yell die also — kilFd by fear." 
He spoke ; and Eva swoon'd on Timna*s breast. 
And Baalath tum'd black with jealous ire ; 
Avenging furies tore his heart unbless'd, 
And sear'd his frantic veins with poison'd fire. 
Mute stood the guards ; on them a new light broke, 
And slumb'ring mischief in their souls awoke, 
\VhiIe Jared from the scabbard flash'd his sword. 
And Timna smiled, like faith, to die prepared ; 
But Baalath's commanding nod restored 
To Jared's thigh the weapon rashly bared. 
'* Woe*s words," he said, " like swords, are blind and 

Sharp : 
We ask not music from a broken harp. 
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Our Visit is ill4inied** He spoke, and lurn'd, 
And clirab*d bis chariot, while his humbled pride 
Feit that a despot in his vitals bum'd 
\Vho fear'd not längs. Then down ihe momitatn's 

side, 
And through thc glens» with ftowers and verdure ga)', 
T'wards Enocb's thousand towers he wound his wa>\ 
Beyond the Valleys, and their hermit streams» 
Far on the mountain-girded plain they shone» 
Above the smoky ocean, which the heatns 
Of evening painted. Gihon flow*d alone, 
Unseen, beneath the hated curtain deep, 
Where deeds were done " that made the angels weep.'* 
While they beheld, in heav'nly sadness bow'd, 
That wildemess of homes, that desert of the crowd. 
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To HSNRY Brougham, Esq., the Friend of the Poor, and tlir 
Champioo of Cducation, as a humble Tribute of Respect and 
Gradtude for bis efforts in tbe great cause of Humanity, this 
tale of Enoch Wray (the incaroation of a Century) is dedicated 
bjr the Author. 



EXORDIUM. 

Monopoly ! if every funeral bough 

Of thine be hung with crimes too foul to name ; 

Accursed of millions ! if already thou, 

Watdi'd by mute vengeance and indignant shame. 

Art putting forth thy buds of blood and flame,* 

What will thy fniitage be? No matter— wave 

Thy branches o'er our hearts ! and, like a pall, 

Let thy broad shadow darken Freedom's grave ! 

Not yet the Upas of the Isles shall fall, 

If ought shall stand. Spread, then, and cover all ! 

Fear'st thou the axe ? I^ng since the feiler died ; 

And thou art deaf to thunder. But, Black Tree I 

Tkint oum/ntits will amsume Ihit in thy pridt ! 

* Bat what can the Grand Bashaws of any nation have to fear 
from tbe discontent of six, or eight, or ten, or twelve millions of 
pftupers? The multitude haveever been as a flock of sheep, whether 
they oflkr their wool to the shears or their throats to the knife. 
**God curse these Christian dogs!" said Kaled— "they tire my 
ann." ** Confound these Rebeis ! " cries the Orange Squire. 
" Let OS ridU them down ; they are but six millions." " The thicker 
tbe hay the easier mown," said Alane ; and he, too, was a bar- 
barian. 

VOL. L O 
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O msff tby inbrad flame bitst noiight bot tbae, 
When bnrns tbe bouson wlildi the bUnd shan aee 1 
Meantime, I make ray tbeme che toU and griaf 
That water thee with tean— tbe fear and bäte 
Wbose mutteE^d cmies fan thy deadly kaf— 
Sad, süent changes— baming wrongi, tbat wait 
To bear Ddusioo scream at Rapine's gate. 
" Our master's canse ia loat, and Hdl's imdoiie t " 



THE VILLAGE PATRIARCH. 



CONTENTS. 

Continued Frost— Enoch Wray leaves bis Cottage on a Visit to the 
Neighbouring Town— His Blindness and Poverty— His Famili- 
anty with the old Roads of the Country — His Perplexitj in the 
Town — Changes there— Rural Names of some of the Streets — 
Country-bom Widow and Her Attempts at a Garden —Her 
Consumptive Boy, and His Flowers - Female Artisans Singins^ 
Hymns at their Labour— Meeting of Enoch Wray and his old 
Blind Servant. 



BOOK I. 

I. 

Through fieiy haze broad glares the angry sun ; 
The traveird road returns an iron sound ; 
Rings in the frosty air the murderous gun ; 
The fieldfare dies ; and heavy to the ground, 
Shot in weak flight, the partridge falls — his wound 
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Purpling with scatter'd drops the crusted snow. 
Loud thumps the forge ; bright bums the cottage fire, 
From which the tilter's lad is loth to go ; 
Well pleased the tramper sees the smoke aspire ; 
High flies the swan ; each wild stränge bird is shyer, 
And, terror-taught, suspects hill, vale, and piain. 



Our poor blind father grasps his staff again — 
O Heav'n ! protect him on his way alone ! 
Of things familiär to him, what reraain ? 
The very road is changed ; his friend, the stone 
C)n which he wont to sit and rest, is gone ; 
And ill the aged blind can spare a friend ! 

III. 

How lone is he, who, blind and near his end, 
Seeks old acquaintance in a stone or tree ! 
.\11 feeling and no sight 1 O let him spend 
The gloaming hour in chat with memory 1 
Nor Start from dreams to curse reality, 
.\nd friends more hard and cold than trees and 
stones ! 

IV. 

Hc takes the to^-nward road, and inly groans 
\i inen, whose looks he does not see, but fcel ; 
Men whose harsh Steps have language ! crucl tones 

o 2 
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That strike his ear and heart, as if with sted I 
There dwelt they, ere Conruption's brazen seal 
Stamp'd power's haid image on such dross as thdis? 

V. 

Thou meanest thing that Heav^ endures and 

sparest 
Thou upstart dandy, with the cheek of lead I 
How dafst thou from the wall pnsh those grey 

hairs? 
Dwarf I if he lift a finger, thou art dead : 
His thumb could fillip off thy worthless head — 
His foot, uplifted, spum thee o'er the moon ! 

VI. 

"Some natural tears he drops, but wipes thein 

soon ;" 
And thinks how changed his countiy and his kind, 
Since he, in England's and in manhood's noon, 
Toird lightly and eam'd much ; or, like the wind, 
Went forth o'er flowers, with not a care behind, 
And knew nor grief, nor want, nor doubt, nor fear. 

VII. 

Beadle ! how canst thou smite, with speech severe, 
One who was reverenced long ere thou wast bom ? 
No homeless, soulless beggar meets thee here, 
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Although that threadbare coat is patch'd and tom : 
His bursting heart repels thy taunt with scorn, 
But deems thee human, for thy voice is man's. 

VIII. 

You, too, proud dame, whose eye so keenly scans 
The king's blind subject on the king's high road ! 
You who much wonder that, with all our plans 
To starve the poor, they still should crawl abroad ! 
Ye both are joumeying to the same abode. 
But, lady, your glad eye, o'er wave, and shore. 
And shoreless heaven, with sightless speed may ton 
And drink resplendent joy ; while he no more 
Shall look on Nature's face : Rock, river, grove, 
Hate's withering frown, the heart-sent blush of love, 
Noon, midnight, morning, all are dark to him ! 

IX. 

Thou, skater ! motion-poised, ma/st proudly swim 

In air-bome circles o'er the glassy piain, 

While beauty lauds thy graceful sweep of limb ; 

But to the blind, alas ! her praise is pain : 

It but recalls his boyish days in vain, 

\Vhen he too, seen and praised, could see and 

praise. 
To him there is no beauty but the hearfs, 
No light but that within ; the solar blazc 
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For him no cölour to the rose imparts; 
The lainbow is a Uank; «nd tenor Starts 
No ghost in darkness äiicker than Us own. 



X. 

Yet sweet to him, ye stream-loTed Valleys lone, 
Leafiessy or blossoming fiagranty sweet aie ye I 
For he can hear the wintry forest gican» 
And feel the grandeur wfaich he cannot see. 
And drink the breath of Nature, blowing free. 
Sweet still it is through fields and woods to stray ; 
And fearless wanders he the countiy wide, 
For well old Enoch knows each ancient way ; 
He finds in every moss-grown tree a guide — 
l'o every time-dark rock he seems allied : 
Calls the stream " sister ! " and is not disown'd. 



XI. 

Usurper of the hüls ! hast thou dethroned 
The regal oak ? He bows his honours hoar, 
Too conscious of his fall, in vain bemoan'd ; 
He yields to thee, storm-loving sycamore ! 
And on the inland peak, or sea-beat shore, 
Thou reign'st alike. But thee, though yonder hill 
Stoops to thy height, our father planted here ; 
And still he loves thy palmy shade, and still. 
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E*en when the snow-flake plumes thy branches sere, 
He clirabs the age-wom road that lingers near, 
And seems, though blind, on distant hüls to gaze. 

XII. 

But much he dreads the town's distracting maze, 
\Vhere all, to him, is füll of change and pain. 
New streets invade the country ; and he strays, 
Lost in Strange paths, still seeking, and in vain, 
For ancient landmarks, or the lonely lane 
Where oft he play*d at Crusoe, when a boy. 
Fire vomits darkness, where his lime-trees grew ; 
Harsh grates the saw, where coo'd the wood-dove coy ; 
Tomb crowds on tomb, where violets droop*d in 

dew; 
And, brighter than bright heaven, the speedwell blue 
Cluster'd the bank, where now the town-bred boor 
(Victim and wretch, whose children never smile,) 
Insults the stranger, sightless, old, and poor, 
On smWd Saint Monday, with his cronies vile, 
Drunk for the glory of the holy isle, 
\Vhile pines his wife, and teils to none her woes ! 

XIII. A *^ 

Here, Enoch, flaunts no more the wild brier rose, 
Nor basks the lizard here, or harmless snake. 
No more the broom, in spring, all golden glows 




s kick üp a row ; 

bpling meets ; 

j beats ; 

the wall ; 

] alehouse mean ; 
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O'er the dear rUl, that, whinipering through 

brake^ 
Heard thy blythe youth the ecboing vale awakc, 
A[] that was lovely 
Then, no stränge 

streeis, 
W^here draymen bawl, 
And fiühwives grin. 
And milk -lad bis rei 
^Vhile dwarfish Ci 
And hopeless traucaiuiin s^iv 
And imps of beggary curse their dad, and squall 
For mammy's gin ; and matron, poor and clean, 
With tearful eye, begs cnist for lodger lean ; 
And femish*d weaver, with his children three, 
Sings hymns for bread ; and legless soldier, bome 
In dog-drawn car, imploreth charity ; 
And thief with steak from butcher nins forlom ; 
And debtor bows, while banker smiles in scom ; 
And landed pauper, in his coach and four, 
Bound to far countries from a realm betra/d, 
Scowls on the crowd, who curse the scoundrers 

power, 
While coachee grins, and lofty lady*s maid 
Tums up her nose at bread-tax-paying trade, 
Though master bilketh dun, and is in haste. 
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XIV. 

Changed scenes, once rural — changed, and not 

defaced! 
Far other woes were yours in time of old, 
When Locksley o'er the hüls of Hallam chased 
The wide-hom*d stag, or with his bowmen bold 
Waged war on kinglings. Vassal robbers prowrd, 
And, tiger-like, skulk'd robber lords for prey, 
WTiere now groan wheelwom streets, and labour bends 
O'er thousand anvils. Bled the feudal fray, 
Or raved the foray, where the cloud ascends 
For ever ; and from earth's remotest ends 
Her merchants meet, where hamlets shriek'd in 

flames. 

XV. 

Scenes, rural once ! ye still retain sweet names, 
That teil of blossoms and the wandering bee : 
In black Pea-Croft no lark its lone nest frames ; 
Balm-Green, the thrush hath ceased to visit thee I 
UTien shall Bower-Spring her annual comcrake see, 
Ot Start the woodcock, if the storm be near ? 



XVI. 

But, mouming better days, the widow here 
StiD tries to make her little garden bloom — 
For she was country-bom. No weeds appear, 
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Where her poor pinks deplore their prison4omb ; 

To them, aks ! no second spring shall came I 

And there» in May, the lilac gasps for breath ; 

And mint and thyiiie sceni fain their woes to speak» 

Like saddest portraits, painted after death ; 

And spindling wallflowers, in the choking reek, 

For life, for life uplift their branches weak. 

Pale, dwindled lad, that on her slated shop 

Sett'st möss and groundsel from the frosty lea ' 

O'er them no more the tiny wren shall hojK 

Poor plant s I — poor child ! I pity theni and thee ! 

Yet blame I not wise Mercy's high decree. 

They fade — thou diest ; but thou to live again — 

To bloom in heav'n. And will thy flowers be there ? 

Heav'n without them, would smile for thee in vain. 

Thither, poor boy, the primrose shall repair, 

There violets breathe of England's dewy air. 

And daisies speak of her, that dearest one, 

Who then shall bend above thy early hier, 

Mouming her feeble boy for ever gone, 

Yet long to clasp his dust for ever here ! 

No, no, it shall not want or flower or tear ! 

In thy wom band her sorrow will not fail 

To place the winter rose, or wind-flower meek ; 

Then kiss thy marble smile, thy forehead pale, 

But not the icy darkness from thy cheek ; 

Then gaze — ^then press her heart that yet shall break ; 

And feebly sob — " My child, we part to meet 1 " 
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XVII. 

Hark ! music srill is here ! How wildly sweet, 

Like flute-notes in a storm, the psalm ascends 

From yonder pile, in traffic's dirtiest street ! 

There hapless woman at her labour bends, 

\Vhile with the rattling fly her shrill voice blends ; 

And ever, as she cuts the headless nail, 

She sings — " I waited long, and sought the Lord, 

And patiently did bear," A deeper wail 

Of sister voices joins, in sad accord — 

" He set my feet upon his rock adored !" 

And then, perchance — " O God, on man look down ! " 

XVIII. 

And Enoch seeks, ^^ith pensive joy, the town ; 

For there his brother in misfortune dwells, 

The old and sightless sa^^yer, once his ovm, 

They meet — ^ith pride and grief his bosom swells ; 

And how they once could see, each sadly teils. 

But Charles is changed ; and Enoch's bosom bleeds 

To mark the change. Though aged but eighty years, 

Bedrid and blind, the sorro^ing sa^yer needs 

All friendly aid. Crack'd, on the ^-all, appears 

His famous violin. No rival fears 

His trembling hand, which never more shall call 

The young, the gay, the manly, and the fair, 

To penny hop or rustic Festival I 
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Nq fading prüde agam shall curl her hair, 
Nor fop new whiskers buy, not age repair 
To hear him chaim the loveliest of ihe land. 
The tear is trembling in oiir fatlier's eye j 
Kindly he takes bis ancient servant's hand» 
Stoops to his wh isper, to his feeble mgh 
Sighs ; andj Tvith hands uplifted reverently. 
And heav'nward eyesi upoii hh bended knees, 
Implores the Fathcr of the poor lo spare 
His pious friend, and eure his long dlsease ; 
()r give liim strength his [ainful lo.id to bear 
That, dying, he may show " what good men are : " 
For Thou disdain'st not pra/r from lowly walls. 
The squalid hovel, where the poor and just 
Kneel, is, in thy sight, splendid as the halls 
Where pray the proud — with contrite hearts, I 

tnist — 
Then highest when they know they are but dust. 
O God 1 continue to thy grateflil son 
The grace which thou hast never yet denied 
To humble faith, that bids thy will be done ! 
And let it still, in meekness, be his pride 
To praise thy name, and hear it glorified ! 
Poor is thy son, and blind, and scom'd, like me ; 
Yet thee we bless, that he can proudly say 
He eats the hoarded bread of industry, 
And that he hath not, in his evil day, 
Tasted the bittemess of parish-pay. 
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Though fiail thy child, like all who weep below, 

His life, thou know'st, has been no baneful weed ; 

He never gather'd where he did not plough, 

He reap'd not where he had not scatter'd seed ; 

And Christ, we know, for sinners deign'd to bleed ! 

At ihy tribunal want may be forgiv*n ; 

Therey to be lowly is not to be base. ' 

Oh, then — if equal, in the eye of Heav'n, 

Are all the children of the human race ; 

If pomp and pride have in thy courts no place — 

Let humble friends, who long have sojoum'd here 

In love united, meet in love again, 

Where dust, divorced from sin, and pain, and fear, 

In ever-bless'd communion shall remain, 

With powers that know not death, nor grief, nor stain, 

Warbling to heav'nly airs the grateful soul ! 
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Thou cairst the Village Patriarch to his door, 
Brief, brilliant summer of a winter's day ! 
While the sweet redbreast, minstrel of the poor, 
Perch'd on the blossoming hazel, trills his lay, 
To cheer that blind, good man, old Enoch Wray. 
Behold our Father, still unboVd by time ! 
Eid with his gentle locks füll gently plays ; 
And pain, in reverence, spares the man sublime : 
How few such men grace these degenerate days ! 
E'en Death, though fain to strike, in awe delays, 
As if immortal age defied his might. 
Lo ! where the peeping primrose comes again, 
To see his sad, bright eyes, that roll in night, 
While melts the hoar-frost on the cottage pane. 
And dew-drops glitter in the lonely lane ! 
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Calm, as of old, with not one hoary hair 

Changed, thou art listening for the vemal bee ; 

Thy fingers, like the dais/s petals fair, 

Spread to the sun, that loves to look on thee — 

Thou ahnost god-like in thy dignity ! 

Hark, how the glad rill welcomes thee with pride ! 

Ye have been friends and neighbours five-score 

years — 
Father ! the stream still loiters at thy side, 
And still unchanged by envioüs time appears ; 
Like human life, it flows, a stream of tears — 
But not to pass, like human life, away. 



WTiat, though thy locks of venerable grey 

Claim not with yon wild clifTs coeval date, 

Yet, blind old man, shake hands with them, for they 

Are dark like thee ; and, by an equal fate, 

They too, enduring long, shall perish late. 

Thou see*st not Winco, in his dusky cap, 

Lean'd on his elbow, as becomes his years, 

With all the past beneath him, like a map, 

O'er which he bends and ruminates in tears ; 

But how like thee that woe-marked hill appears I 

Ye are not changeless, though ye long endure. 

And Eid herseif sees but what still hath been. 

In him and thee. Nor art thou yet mature 
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And ripe for dtath, but strong In age and gre^n, 
And alter'd less than ihis palhelic scene, 
The cottage, where thy sire and his were bom, 
Seems, as of old, a hillock in thc vale ; 
But many a chink admits ihe breezy mom j 
Neglect long since divorced the Jasmine pale 
That clasp'd tliy casement ; and the sorrowing gjilc 
Sighs o'er the plot where erst thy choice flowen* 

bloom*d. 
Ah i when the cottage garden nins to waste. 
Füll oft the rank weed teils of hopef^ entomb'd. 
And points at man, once proud, now scom'd, debased ! 
The dogs bark at him ; and he moves, disgraced, 
O'er wither'd joys which spring shall ne'er renew. 

III. 

Yet here, e'en yet, the Aoristes eye may view 
Sad heirs of noble sires, once dear to thee ; 
And soon faint odours, o*er the vemal dew, (") 
Shall tempt the wanderings of the earliest bee 
Hither, with music sweet as poesy, 
To woo the flower whose verge is wiry gold 



IV. 



But on thy brow, O ne'er may I behold 
Sadness I — Alas, 'tis there, and well it may ! 
For dmes are changed, and friends grow scarce and 
cold! 
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O let not want " hU ready visit pay " 
Ta sightless age, that knew a better day 1 
may no parish crust thy lips profane I 



Man, poor and blindf who liv'st in worse than 

pain ! 
Whcre^er thou art, thou helpless, wingless owl ! 
The worm» our eyeless sister, might disdam 
7%ec, subject 10 thy felloVs proud contioU 
But wbat a worm is he^ the blind in soul, 
Who makes, and hates, and tottures pcnuiy I 
Ah 1 who shall tcach him mercy's law siibtimc ? 
He who can sever wo and poverty» 
Or pride and power, or poverty and crime ; 
He who c^m uninstruct the teacher, Time. 
Oh, yet ercct, wHilc all around are bow'd, 
Let Enoch Wray's majestic pride remaini 
A lone refiroach^ to sting the meanly proud^ 
And show their victims— not, [»erhaps, in vain^ — 
Vihut Briten s have been, and may be again. 
O A^ and Blindness, why shouid you bc pair'd ? 
O «sic^ ihree« worst fatcs, Want, Blindness^ Agc ! 
Hope look'd from heaVn, beheld you, and des- 

[laired? 
But now she rcnds her hair, in grief and rage ; 
Her words are ptophecy, her dreams prcsage 

VOU L P 
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Evil to serf and lord i for want hath swom 
Thus, to the delver of the perilous mine. 
And him who wakes with scrating file the moui — 
" By the sad wlp )tt I am thine. 

And nime arl lall still dedine 

Till death ; t.ij Ul death— toil on l " 



>ark thoughts, bcgonc I 



The verdant leaves drop from us one by one ; 

We need not shake them down. I.ife*s weeping 

flower 
Droops soon enough, however slight the shower ; 
And hope, unbidden, quits our fond embrace. 



VII. 

I wt7/ not read dejection in thy face, 

Nor aught save tranquil hope and gentle doom ; 

But deem thee parent of a happy race, 

Thy slumbers peaceful, distant yet thy tomb ; 

And, in thy autumn, late the rose shall bloom. 

Come, let us walk, as we have often walk*d, 

Through scenes beloved, that whisper of the past ; 

And talk to me, as thou hast often talk'd, 

Of wingM hours, too happy far to last, 

When toil was bliss, and thrift could gather fast 



TIfE VtLLAGE PATRIARCH. 3 1 T 

Fimds tu su^taift bis long l»fü*s tranquil close ; 

When faces wore no masks» and hearts were glad ; 

When frecdom*s champions were not labaui^s foes ; 

\Vhcn no man deem^d the wise and honest aiad ; 

And Pope was young, and Wa^shington a lad. 

Thou to the [>asl can*st say, ** Rise, live again ! ** 

Fof, Eiioch^ well rememb*rest thou the time 

\Vhen Brilons tilVd the Eden of the main, 

Where manly thoughts wcrc utlef d» c*eii in rhyme, 

And po^-^rty was rare, and not a crime* 

What co%*icd England was, long yenrs ago, 

That times are alterd, thou can'st truly teil j 

.\nd, if thy thoughts are flowers that bloom in snow — 

If nith the present and the past they dwell^ 

Tben, of (he Itfeless, like a passing bell, 

Speak 10 the itving, ere they perish, too. 

If mcmory is to the« a predous book^ 

Erigbtest where ^Titten fnsi, and brightly tfue, 

Turaing Ute pictured pages^ bid nie look 

On mimj mcadow aüd rejoicing brook, 

Aod tot)-brown'd labour, as the throstle gay> 



VIII- 

Tboo «reep^t, sightless man, with tresscs grqri 
But Trherefore wcep o*cr ills thou cao'st not ciire ? 
The darkcst hom will quickly pass a%^y. 
And nnn was bom to suffer and endure 
But, ooroe what may, i^y rcst is near and sure ; 
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Thy bed is made, where all is ij^'eil with all 

Who well have done. Then, Enoch, cease to tnouni \ 

Lift up thy voice, and wake the dead \ Recall 



irom the um 

ids that breathe and 



ht are shed 
igles proud ; 
\\% Tadiant head 
^ng diamonds bow'dt 



The deeds of otber 
Of things which were, 5*j 

btinL 
O'er tbe dark mantle of 
Sf^rks of the sun^ in 
In showery sprir 
Veils, the rieh bit^^i«, 

Is sunny light beneath the suniess cloud. 

Though Nature to thine eye is vainly fair, 

Green laugh the seasons, and the laughing light 

Is verdant in thy soul — the flower is there 

That wither'd four-score years ago, still bright, 

And bathed in freshness by the dewy air. 

And pitying spirits to thine ear repair 

With tales, to which unsorrowing hearts are deaf ; 

And deeds, whose.actors live not, live with thee ; 

Still laugh and weep long buried joy and grief 

Which, speaking with thine eloquent tongue, shall be, 

When thou art gone, alive to memory. 

Thus to great men their country — when the bust, 

The um, the arch, the column fail — remains ; 

For ever speaks of godlike deeds the dust 

Which feet immortal trod ; and rocks, and plains, 

When History's page no symboFd thought retains, 

Hear dim tradition talk of deathless men. 
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Bright on thc storm-swoirn torrent of the gkn 

Is angry sunset ; bright, and warm, and strong, 

Are thc rieh visions whicji the potfs pen 

Clothes m smeei verse ; but brighter is the song 

Of tnith unwritteti, from our fathers' tongue. 

Ah i who Starts dow at Balmerino's name^ 

Which England heaid pronounced in dneams, and 

wokc? 
Then every mountain had a voice of Üame ; 
Bluc Kinderscout Co starting Snailsden spoke. 
And fiery speech from troubled Stanedge broke. 
Teil, Eooch, yel again^ of that huge tree, 
OM 3S the bills ; that trce to wbose bioad shade 
YoüT herds were driv'n, when age and infancy, 
The Uioughful matron, and the weeping maid, 
Fled throtigh the gloom where lonest Ri^ilin stray'd* 
Speak of the ceUar and the friendly well 
In wbicb ihy mother, trenibliog, hid her plate ; 
Thc andent cup, whose nmkcr nonc can idl ; 
Tbe oiassive tankard used on days of State ; 
And coins long hoarded^ aU of Sterling weight, 
Say how retircd the robbers, disaira/d ; 
Eoast of the arnis thy sire was proud to irield ; 
Dtaw from tis sheatli, in thought, thc trusiy 

bladc 
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That drove rebellion o'er Culloden*s field, 
Opposed in vain hy Highlaiid dirk and shidd ; 
And feel the blood-rust on its splendouT keen I 



Then wing my spirit U 3er scene ; 

Let buming thou :s j Ls for utterance throng : 

And bid me mark- ■ uds mW intervene 

To veil the wati ild, and strong — 

How pours the fate along, 

Teil of sad strile wuh unuiu. ^ sons, who trod 
Earth's virgin soll, beyond the sun-loved wave ; 
Men — owning no superior but their God, 
Strong as their torrents, as their eagle, brave— 
Who dug with Freedom's sword Oppression's grave ! 
Teil, too, of him, the warrior-sage, whose deeds 
Uncursed the future, and enfranchised man ! 
But ah ! not yet — Timers darkest hour succeeds, 
Unmatch'd in woe since life and death began ! 
For Evil hath her place in Merc/s plan, 
And long will fumish themes for moumful rhymes. 

XI. 

Speak ! — if thy soul, too füll of ancient times, 
Will condescend of later deeds to teil — 
Speak of the day of blood, the night of crimes, 
The moral earthquake, and the earthly hell, 
When slaves smote tyrants served too long and well. 
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Säy hövr attention listen 'd, pale, in heav*n, 
Whcn — mojdden'd by Abaddon's legion brands, 
And too» loo decp^y i^Tong d to be foi^Vn — 
They found redemption in their ovm right hands, 
Piirged with rglorted fire their denion d lands, 
Anci tiad in fresher green the caJclned sod* 



xif, 

j^Jior htm forget» the stripling demi-god, 

fore ifthose glai^ce the herded nations ^ed* 
Tdl how he cmsh'd the mountains with bis Qod, 
Walk'd on the storm, and to convtiUion said^ 
*' Be still, Ihou babblef 1 " Teil how he who read 
Hie doom of kings faii'd to foresee hts own. 
He placed upon his head the crown of steel ; 
Bui dream^d hc of hii gravc in ocean lone ?— 
l'oussaiat t thy iot i^'as doomed thy pang^ to feel : 
On latler-Eiigland and on him her seal 
H&tli Hisiory sct For ocean *s waste of waves 
Fenced not his throne from million hostilc swords ; 
Therefone he buUt on multiiudinous gnives 
A t>*Tant*s power, and strove to bind irith cords 
Thowght ; for shc mock*d him with her i^ing ot 

wordfi 
That withers annies. Who shall credit thee, 
Genius ? Still treacherous, or unfortunatc, 
Victim, or wronger 1 Why must Hopc still see 
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Thy pinioTis, plumed with light divine, abate 
Their speed when nearest heav^n, to uncreate 
Her glorious visions ? Äy, since time began^ 



xnd brains of cky, 
reptile, man, 
arbarian sway ; 
have its day, 
:arless, coldj 
^ht of mind 
jues and errors old, 
,'e behind 



Creature;, ynth hear 

Scoming thy vaunt tc 

0*er tbee and thine hz 

,Ajid in the night \vh 

(The night of a^es. moc 

If the rare spl 

Hath sometimE 

It flash'd but to expire. anc. 

A deadlier gloom. But woodbine wreaths are twined 

Round thoms ; and praise, to merit due, is paid 

To vulgär dust, best liked when earthy most 

While Milton grew, self-nourish'd, in the shade, 

Ten Wallers bask^d in day. Misnile can boast 

Of many Alvas ; Freedom, oft betra/d, 

Found her sole Washington. To shine unseen, 

Or only seen to blast the gazer's eye ; 

Or struggle in eclipse, with vapours mean, 

That quench your brightness, and usurp the sky ; 

Such, meteor spirits ! is your destiny, 

Moum'd in times past, and still deplored in these. 




Componlhre Indq^endeitce of Skilled LabeMiT'— Fine S^bbftih* MoR^ 
Iqg— SundAjr Strot! of ibe Townsno&n— Coftdt^ne&^Mbery 
llisfoTtim» of tbe Poor— Coogrejisifjoii Icsivjng tbe 
VniAg<£ Cborch-^Old Mjinsion— CotititTy Youth working in 
tbe To>WQ — ^Pbacber of tbe Nf anufiicluntig Distnct«— ^Toaeltid- 
ing Re6ectioDi« 



Ef€ Bedford's loaf or Erin's sty be thtne, 
Cloüd-rolUng Sheffield 1 want shAll humblc all 
Town of the unbow'd poor ! ihou shaJt not pine 
lüte ihe ^l'n mstic, licensed Rapincs ihmll ; 
Bul, fiist to rise, wilt be the last to fall ! 
Slow are thy sons the paupefs tmde to kam. 
Though, in the land that blossoins like the rose, 
The EngHsh peasant znd the Iiish kerne 
Fight for potätoes — thy proud kbourer knov^ 
Nor Workhousc wages, ngr the exüe s woes, 
Not yet ihy bit of beef, thy pmt of ale, 
Tliy ioil-siruog hean, which toil could ne'er dismay» 
Nor yet thy honest, skilPd right hand shall fail ; 
Ijwt, from thy hc&nhSj the poor nians pridc shall 

stiay; 
And still shaJl comc thy wdl-paid Saturday, 
And itili thy mom of ro&i be neai^ and ^^uie. 
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Light ! all is not corrupt, for thou art pure, ^ 


Unchanged, and ch " ' 


'^*"ough frail man is vile, 1 


ThoLL look'st OD him— 


blime^ secure, 1 


Yet, like ihy Fat , with , 


ng smile. ^^H 


TJght i we may c i 


, but not de^Je. .^^| 


Even on this wi ,_ 


:)le cold, ^H 


i^ngels night q 


» vi^it thee, ^^M 


And match the 


ly mantle, roird ^^1 


Beneath God's ^^i 


vs of a sea ^ 



Whose isles are worlds, whose bounds infinity. 
Why then is Enoch absent from my side? 
I miss the rustle of his silver hair ; 
A guide no more, I seem to want a guide, 
While Enoch joumeys to the house of pra/r ; 
And ne'er came Sabbath day but he was there ! 
Lo, how like him, erect and strong, though grey, 
Yon village tower, time touch'd, to God appeals ! 
But hark ! the chimes of moming die away ! 
Hark ! — to the heart the solemn sweetness steals, 
Like the heart's voice, unfelt by none who feels 
That God is love, that man is living dust ; 
Unfelt by none whom ties of brotherhood 
Link to his kind ; by none who puts his tnist 
In nought of earth that hath survived the flood, 
Save those mute charities, by which the good 
Strengthen poor worms, and serve their Maker best. 
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Hall, Sabbath l day of mercy, peoce, and rest 1 
Thou a'er loud dties throw^st a noiseless spelL 
The harmner there, the wheelt the saw, molest 
Pale ihougbt no more, 0*er tnide*s conteotiotis 

hell 
Mcek quiet spreads her wing« invisible* 
Bui wben thou com'st, less silcnt are the fields 
'l'hrough whose sweel paths the toil-freed townsman 

steals« 
To him the v^ air a hanquet yields* 
Eoiiom, he watches the poiscd hawt, that wheels 
His flight ofi chainless wmds. Each cloud reveals 
A paradise of beauty to his eye- 
His UtUe boys are with hiirif seeking Towers, 
Or chasing the too venturous gilded fly. 
So by the daisy's side he spends the houiSi 
Retiewtng friendship mih ihe buddlng bowen ; 
And — while might, beauly, good, mihout alloy, 
Are tnimor'd in his children*^ happy eyes — 
In his great lemplet off e ring ihankflil joy 
To II tm, the infinitely Great and Wise, 
With souI armned to Nature's harmonies, 
ae, and checrful, as a sporting child. 
\ htawi refuses to belicve, thal man 
Could tum into a hell the blooining wüd 
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The blissfül countiy, where bis childhood ran 
A race with Infant rivers, ere began 
King-humblingj blind misrule his wolfish sway. 



IV. 

Is h the hom that, on this holy day, 

Insults the songs which rise, like incense sweet, 

From lowly roofsj where contrite sinners pray. 

And pious mstics, poor, yet clean and neat, 

To hear th' apostle of the hamlet, meet ? 

They come, they come ! behold, hark ! — thundering 

down, 
Two headlong coaches urge the dreadful race ; 
Woe to Outsiders, should they be o'erthrown ! 
Be ready, Doctor, if they break a trace ! 
Twelve miles an hour — well done ; a glorious 

pace! 
Poor horses, how they pant, and smoke, and strain ! 
What then ? our jails are füll, and England thrives. 
Now, Bomb I now. Bomb ! Defiance lends again ; 
Hurrah ? Bill Breakneck or the Devil drives ! 
Whip ! — populous England need not care for lives. 
O blessfed Sabbath 1 to the coach-horse thou 
Bringest no pause from daily toil. For him 
There is no day of rest The laws allow 
His ever-batter'd hoof, and anguish'd limb, 
Till, death-struck, flash his brain with dizzy swim. 
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I^, while his nostTils flame, and, torture-scored, 
Qüivers hh flank beneath the ruthless goäd» 
Sti^tch*d, on his neck each vein swells, like a cord ! 
Hark ! ^hat a groan 1 The mnit pedesirian, awed* 
Stops — while the steed sinks on the reeling road, 
Morder'd by hasds that know not how to spare l 



Now laoded Trader, ihal, with haiighty stare^ 

Thmncd in thy curtain'd pew, o'erlook'st the iqutre f 

Bc kind and saintly ; give, for thou can'st spare, 

A pitiance to the destitute ; enquixe 

If yon i^e trembler waots not food and fire ? 

Though thou could'st thrive, say not all others can^ 

But look and see how sktll and toil are fed ; 

Lo, meiit is not food to every man l 

Pious thou art* and far thy fame is ^read ; 

But (Ay Saint IVter never preach'd cheap bread. 

ThoQgh Imghi the sun, cold blows the wintcr wind : 

Bdiold the tramper, with his naked toes l 

WTicrc for the night shaÜ he a lodging find ? 

Or bid that homeless boy relate his woes j 

O try to feej what misery only knows, 

.\nd 1>€ like him of Wincobtink, who ne'er 

Scnt a fairn brother hcart -Struck from bis door I 

Of bc like Wcntworth^s lord, a blessuig h^e ( 

O imilate the sttward of the poor, 

According to tliy int'^ns, htfav*n asks no more ! 
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Think of the hope of ten, the sire of nine, 
The proud, skiU'd man, wheel-shatter'd yesterday : 
His wife will wring her hands ere eve decline ; 
And, ah I the next week*s wages, where are they ? 
O soothe her, help her, nanie not parish pay i 
Think, too, of her, the maid who dwelt aJone, 
Whose first, sole, hopcless !ove was Enoch Wray. 
Foi^gotten ere she died, she Hved unknown. 
And told her love but once, passing away 
Like a slow shadow, in her tresscs grey. 
Proud, though despised, she stemly paid for rent 
Her all, her weekly eighteenpence, and died, 
Rather than quit the home where she had spent 
Twice forty years. Her last pawn*d rüg supplied 
A fortnight's food. Nene heard her if she sigh'd ; 
None saw her if she wept ; or saw too late, 
That tears were ice upon her lifeless face. 
Her Bible on her lap, before the grate 
That long had known no fire, gnawing a lace 
With toothless gums — the last of all her race — 
She died of cold and hunger in her chak. 



/ 



VI. 



The bell strikes twelve. The ancient house of prayer 
Pours forth its congregated youth and age ; 
The rieh, the poor, the gay, the sad, are there ; 
And some go thence, who, in their hearts, presage 
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Thflt one week more will end their pilgrimage. 
First, in all hmtc, comes bus)r Bolus, ctoose 
A» bantam cock, and neat as horse freiih poTFd 
Theti boys, all glad, as Ixittted wasps Ict loose* 
Clapping their hands 1)€causc their toes are cold. 
Then ihe new Squiie (more dreaded ihan ihe old) 
Raised from ihe milk-carl by bis tinclc^s wiil — 
A Norfotk fajrmer he, who lovcd bis jokc, 
At tax-wom tiEdesmen aim'd« with practised skill ; 
Fofj sromtng trade, he throve, white traders broke, 
Aßd did not care a straw for Mtster Coke 
Nött, lo I the monarch of the viliage school, 
Slow Jcdcdiah comes, not yet die last. 
Well can he l>ear the blaoie for stubbom fool ; 
Meekly he bows to yeoman, stumping [mst, 
Whüe Bolus» yet in sight» seenis travdbng fast 
*rhoti, Jedcdiah, leamcd wight, kno^'^'st wdt 
VVby rush the yoiinglings froni the porch wiih gke 
Detr to thy hean h Nanire*s bieeiy M ; 
Deeply the captivcü' Hoes are fch l>y thee, 
For ihou an Nature's, Freedom'ä devotee l 
Wunesis the moss Umt winters mge dcfies, 
Cull'd fesleiday« bcside the lizard's hgme; 
Witneia Üixm liehen of the precipicc^ 
Bettatifiil neighbour of the torrent'^ foatn, 
Pltjck*d, whcre the descrt often sccs him roam j — 
Hext comcs the train who better days havc kirown* 
Coodcnsn'd ütc taunti» of paupers bom to brook. 
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With prostrate hearts, that loouni their hopes o'er- 

thrown» 
And downcast eyes, that shun iW upbraiding look, 
Then comes his worship ; theii his worship's cook ; 
And tlieii^ erect as tmlh, comes Enoch Wray, 
Bareheaded still, his cheek still wet with tears, 
Pondering the sokmn text, as best he may. 
Lo, close behind, the curate meek appears I 
Rindly he greets the man of five-score years^ 
The blind, the poor I while purse-pride turas away^ 
And whispering asks, half-wishful, half-afraid, 
If Enoch has applied for parish pay? 
Short-sighted curate ! ply the worldling*s trade, 
Or, unpreferr'd, grow pale with hope dela/d, 
And die, the victim of low craft and spite. 
Short-sighted curate ! do as worldlings do ; 
Flatter the wolf, for he can snarl and bite. 
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ÄJid thot] be found at Want's bedside in pmy'r« 
^Vhilc Paiii moan» low, and Death is watching there, 
Ajid Hope sees better worldi beyond the sky. 

Vil, 

er archer jrews — that solemniy 
sjfe ypmised their desolate hands, in pfaise 
Of tbe old heav'nBj and hoar anliquity — 
Bchold the Hall l There once dwelt Matthew Hayes, 
A tfsding yeonmn of the bygone days* 
Tbere« where bis fathers sojoum'd on the plain^ 
Aod damn'd tJie Frencb, yet loved all humanklnd. 
His annual feast jnras spuead, nor spread in vain ; 
Tbere his own acres biUow'd in the wind 
Thdr golden com* A man of vulgär mind. 
He laugh'd at leaming, white he scrawrd his cross, 
Aod reard his boy in slotk But times grew worse : 
War came — and public waste brought private loss ; 
And pimctoal bankmptcy, the thriving cursc, 
ßeggar^d his dcbtors^ tili an empty purse 
Answer^d all daims. He seid his land — then died. 
Falbwing his brokcn-heatted wife— -and left 
son^ the hcir of prcjudice and pnde, 
drink, and swear, of self-respect bereft^ 
And fecd the day's debatich by nighdy theft 
Behold his home, that stemly could withsi&nd 
Tlw storms of more than twicc a hundrcd ycars ! 
In socli a home was Shakspowe's '* Hamlet '' plann 'd, 
voi. I. Q 
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And Raleigh'fi boyhood shed ambitious tears 
O'er Colones wrongs, How proudly it uprears 
Its towet of duster'd chimneys, tufted O'er 



With ivy, ever greeti 

Yet envy-sUing, a 

To yon red vilb, on 

" ThoQ dandy ! I am 

Time secms to reverenc 

Behold the gal 

The Chambers 

The oaken tiacery, outlaÄtin 



svermore 
highway, 
iterday." 
fantastic walls ; 
omice strong, 
ticed halls, 
mg 



The carven stone ; nor do their old age wrong 
With laughter vile, or heartless jest profane ! 



VIII. 

Why, Enoch, dost thou Start, as if in pain ? 
The sound thou hear'st the blind alone could hear : 
Alas ! Miles Gordon ne'er will walk again ; 
But his poor grandson's footstep wakes thy tear, 
As if indeed thy long lost firiend were near. 
Here oft, with fading cheek and thoughtful brow, 
Wanders the youth — town-bred, but desert-bom. 
Too early taught life's deepening woes to know, 
He wakes in sorrow with the weeping mom, 
And gives much labour for a little com. 
In smoke and dust, from hopeless day to day, 
He sweats, to bloat the harpies of the soil, 
Who jail no victim, while his pangs can pay. 
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Unuuing rent, and treb!y taxing toil, 

Hiey mäke tbe labour of his hands their spoü. 

And griad htm tiercely ; büt he still can get 

A cnist of whfai^n bread, despite thcir &owns ; | 

Thcy have not sent hira likc a pauper yet 

For Workhoüse wages, as they send ihcir downs ; 

Such tactics do not ans wer yet in towns. 

Nor have they gorged his souL Thrall though he be, 

Of bmtes who bite him while he feeds them^ still 

He feels hia intellectual dignity, 

Works haid, reads usefully« with öo mcan skiU 

Wnie«T and can reason well of good and Hl 

Ke hoards his weekly groat His tear is shed 

For sorrowa which his hard-wom hatid relieves, 

Too poor, too proud, too just, loa wise to wed, 

f For slaves enough already toÜ for thiev^,} 

How gratefuily his growing mind rcceives 

The food which tyrants struggle to withhold ! 

Though hourly ills his eveiy sense invade 

Ecncath the doud that o*er his home is roll'd, 

Hc yet respects ihe power which man hath made, 

Nor loathcs the despothumbling sons of tfade. 

But, when the silent Sabbaih-day airives. 

He seeks the cotti^f bordcring ^ji the moor, 

Wbcre his fofe&thefs passM thcir lowly lives — 

Where stUl his mother dwells^ cont^t though 

poor, 
KmA ever glad to meet him at the door. 
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Js miciöfi'd Erb's sty'd and root-fcd clown. 
How unlike thce, though once erect and proud, 
Is England's peasant stave, the trodden down, 
The parish-paid, in »ou! and !>ody bow'd ! 
How unlike thee is Jem, the rogue avow'di 
Whose trade U potching I Honest Jem work§ noi, 
B^s noi^ bat lhic\'es by plutidering beggars here, 
Wisc as a lord» and quite as good a shoi. 
He, iikt his betters, lives in hate and fear. 
And leeda on partridge, because bread is dear. 
&m ci itjc sons^ apprenticed to the jail, 
Hc prowls in arms, the tory of ihe night ; 
With them he shares bis battlcs and hts ale ; 
With him they feel the tnajesty of might j 
No despot better knows ihat Power is Right. 
Mark bis unpaidish sneer, bis lordly frown ; 
Hark, how he calls beadle and ^unky Hais ! 
See how magnificentty be bnraks down 
Hii ßcighboiir*s fcnce, if %o bis will rcqtiires ! 
And how bis Strunk emuktes the S<|uire s ! 
And how Uke Mistress Clig, late Betty Scrubb, 
Or Mister Duoghill» with his British pride. 
He takes the wall of Glossin and bis ciibi 
Or loyal Güts^ who, btirsting, coughs, to bide 
Tlie wotmded meanness he mi stak es for pride ! 
I Jetn Kses mxh the inoon ; but when she sinks, 
[HonMnrard, with sack likc pockcts, and quick beeb^ 
Ittngiy a$ borougbmoagcring gbouU he slinks. 
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He reads not, writes not, thinks not^scaicely fe€ls | 
Insolent ape I whate'er he gets he steah, 
Tlien plays the devil with his rigbteous gab ! 



O thou, whora conquer'd seas made great in vain, 
Fairn Venice 1 Ocean Queen no more ! nppress*d 
Nürse of tnie slaves, and lords whom slaves diädain ! 
U hisper thy sickening sister of the West 
That Trade hath wings, to fly from cliroes imbless'd ! 
Trade, the transformer, that tums dross to bread. 
And reaps rieh harv^ests on the barren main ; 
Trade, that uproots wild flowers, and from their bed 
Digs forth hard steel, to hew the bondman's chain : 
Taraer of Tyrants, eise opposed in vain ! 
And ye — once guardians of the fainting State, 
Shades of the Rockinghams and Savilles ! 
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So nmy thc year of lontued ages close 

Ere the slow Angel sUrt from hb repose, 

Iike Stancdge, shäking thunder &om his tnane I 



I 



XL 

But who will listen when the poor complain? 

Who read, or hear, a tale of woe, if tme ? 

III (äTes the friendle&i Muse of want and palit. 

Fooi ! would'iät thou prosper, and be honest, too ? 

Fool ! would'st thou prosper ? Flatter those who do ! 

IC not unmindfui of the all-shunn'd poor^ 

Thou wTite on tabkts frail their troubles decp, 

The proud, the vain, will scoro fehy theme obsctire. 

U^Tiat wilt thou eam, ihough lowly hearts may stcep 

With teju^ the page in which their sorTOn-s wec^? 

Growlf if thou wili^ m vulgär sj^npathy 

Wjth plundei^d labour ; pour thy hooest bilc 

In Batire, hisi^'d ai base pmsperity ; 

And let his enviers» from their pittance vÜe, 

Rcward the [au per virtues of thy style. 

Bat, hark ! what aocents of what slave enquire 

Whf rüde mechanks daxe to wield the quill ? 

He bids me &oin the scribbter's desk rclire, 

Rdioof my fingers, and forget my skill 

In falMt^ fouUy, and in writing ilL 

tlial my pocsy were Iike thc child 

gathcTs daisics from the lap of May* 
pmtüe iweeter than thc bloomy wild ! 
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Ii then migbt teach poor Wisdom to be gay 

As Towers, and birds, and riveis, all at play^ 

And winds, that make the voiceless clouds of moui 

Hamaonious, Büt distemper'd, if not mad, 

I feed on Natureis bane, and mess wiih scom. 

I would not, could not if I would, be glad, 

But, like shade-loving plants, am happiest sad. 

My heartr once soft as woman's tear, is gnarrd 

With gloating on tlie ills 1 cannot eure. 

Like Arno 's exiled bard, whose music snarrd, 

1 gird my loins to sufier and endure. 

And WOG Contention, for her dower is sure. 

Tear not thy ganze, thou garden-seeking fly, 

On thomy flowers, that love the dangerous stonn, 

And flourish most beneath the coldest sky ! 

But ye who honour truth's enduring form, 

Come ! there are heath flowers, and the fangbd worm, 

Clouds, gorse, and whirlwind, on the gorgeous moor. 
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BOOK IV. 



CONTE^irS. 



R^it«ikin ol Man/red tö Enodi Wimj— B]rron and hU Coolem- 
ibc BUndness of tiie Pktriarcli — Fiutbcr Pätticolura ö( tu* 



Efioch, ihe Hghts are dÄrken'd on the hül» 
But m the house a thoughlful watch is sei ; 
Wftnn on the andent heaith fire gltmmers still ; 
Nor do the tmveUers their imy farget ; 
Nor is the grasshoppcr a burthen yet 
Tbough blosfioms on the tnountRin top the snow« 
The inaids of music yet ate lingermg tiear ; 
Stit] ue the wakeful hstencrs wUc to kinow ; 
StiJl 10 thy soul the voite of song k doir. 
And whco 1 read to thee that visloii drear — 
The Manfred of stem Uytan — ^thou didst bend, 
Vix\U to drink in each touching word and tone* 
On thy changcd chcek I saw strong fccling blcnd 
Impctuoti» hues ; and teaiB fei], ooe by one, 
Fmm thy dosed eyes, as on the moorland abtöne 
infont river drops its crystal chilL 
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Say, then, is Pope our prince of poets still ? ^^^^| 


Or may we boast, w ' '* ^ yniing days, ^^^| 


One climber of th bill, ^^^1 


\Vhose classic s »w'd iays ^^^H 


Johnson or caustic bwi ign'd to praise ? ^^^^ 


Scott, whose inventioi: c Loom ; ^^^| 


Baillk, ^f*] nm^i ^^^H 


Moore, uic drawii^^room ; ^^^H 


MoQtgomery^ the iviuuic 0. mn themes ; ^^^Hi 



Crabbe, whose dark gold is richer than it seems ; 
Keats, that sad name, which time shall write in tears ; 
Poor Bums, the Scotchman, who was not a slave ; 
Campbell, whom Freedom's deathless Hope endears ; 
White, still remember'd in his cruel grave ; 
Ill-fated Shelley, vainly great and brave ; 
Wordsworth, whose thoughts acquaint us with our 

own; 
Didactic, eamest Cowper, grave and gay ; 
Wild Southey, flying, like the hem, alone ; 
And dreamy Coleridge, of the wizard lay : 
These are true bards, who please not Enoch Wray ! 
But may not Byron, dark and grand, compete 
With him who sung Belinda's ravish^d tress ? 
Chaste is the muse of Pope, and passing sweet ; 
But Byron is all fervour, rivalless 
In might and passion. Woman's tendemess — 
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Wbea vonmo is ino^t tender, most deplored — 

Moves not like hb ; and still, wheD least divine, 

He is a god« whose slirines shall bc restored — 

Apollo, self-dethroaed Hia mind a raine 

Where night-bom gems m chensh'd darkness shine, 

He-^thrice a Ford, twice an Euripides, 

And half ä Schiller — ^hath a MQtoo's power» 

Bui not a Shakspeare's ; strrngth^ and ör€, and ease. 

And almost grace ; though gloomy as the tower 

Aroimd whosc dangerous bixiw storms love lo lower, 

Hb World ts all within, like Enoch Wra/s* 



I 



The AUl-blowTi dower, mamr^ely fair^ displays 

Intensest beauiy, and ihe enamonr'd wind 

Dmiks its dcep fragnmce. But could lengthen'd 

days 
Have Hpen'd to more worth dark Byron's mind. 
And poiged hh thoughts from tarnt of earth re&ned ? 
Or WDuld hc have sent forth a fierocr glow, 
And gloomier splendoun from hb cott of fire ? 
We know not what he might have bccn« but know 
What be could mtf be, Froud of hii high lyre, 
Wc moufn the deail, who never can expire* 
Pfoud of his fearle^ frown» his buming tcar ; 
Rroud of thc poct of all hcarts, who hcard 
The oiuic rcpioach of Greecc ; with ica) severe» 
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We scmtinize our least injurious word, 
Nor longer deem his spkeny whims absurd, 
His pangs ridiculous, his weakness crime* 



HeaveQ^s fav^rites L Stern fate and time 

Will have their vi s best die first, 

Leaving the bad i^ >ugh past their prime^ 

To curse the \ ly ever cursed» 

Vaunting vile uc iu« it of the worst 

And he who cannot perish is no more ! 
He died who is immortal, and must be, 
To time's slow years, like ocean to the shore, 
The sun to heav'n ! He died where feil the free 
Of ancient Greece ; and Greeks his loss deplore. 
There, where they fight, as fought their sires of yore, 
In the great cause of all the good and great, 
Libert/s martyr, England's, Europe's pride, 
Girding his broken heart, he champion'd fate, 
And laid down life — ^though not as Russell died, 
To him, " by better ties than blood," allied. 
Beyond the deep he perish'd, far from all 
That darken'd death with love ; and, though the wave 
Leagued with his foes to mock his dying call, 
His dust is where his heart was, when he gave 
Years of defeated glory for a grave, 
Sighing in death his deathless love and woe. 
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Father 1 thy life has been prolong'd, to know 
Stnmge ttmcs, stränge men, stränge changes^ and 

Strange bys ; 
The wamor-bard whom Aihens» long ago, 
Crowii!d j>e€rlcss heir of never-dying pmise. 
Halb found a grealer. In ihose fearfuJ days 
Whcn, teni|sestHlriv*n, and toss*d on troubled seas, 
Thougbt^ likc the pctrel, loved the whirlwind best. 
And o*er the waves» and ihrough the foam* wiih ease, 
Rose u[i into tbe black doud's thund'ruus breast, 
To rousc the lightning froro his gloomy resi ; 
Then» in the shadow of the mountains, dwelt 
A bdy, to whosc hean high hope* were dear^ 
Who wildly thought, and paKsbnately feie. 
And stnmgely dream^d, ihat man — the sla%*c of Fcai^t 
And Pain, and Want — ^might be an angel herc 
Füll oft tJiai lady of the glen remote 
Callcd Enoch her wise mason ; oft paitook 

hnmbte meal, whi]e, mitror^d in his thought, 
The peosjve past assumed her own sweec look, 
Twas then the gave him her last gift, a book 
IhLtk with Strange power, and feurfully divine* 
It chiU'd hig blood, it tifted up his liair ; 

qf tcrror lived in evci^* linc ; 
A ipeQ was on ils pagc^ of despair. 
And buming woes, which Nature could not betr. 
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*Twas gnuid, but dreadful as the thoughts that 

wmng 
The son of moming, from the solar beam 
HurPd to the centrCy where his soul, unstning, 
Disdained Submission still, too proud to seem 
Unvanquish^dL Was it but a fearfui dream, 
That tale of Schiller's ? Did the robber Moor 
Pierce through Amelia's broken heart his own ? 
Smite the dark tower and shake the iron door ? 
And was he answered by a father's groan ?^ — 
Th' Avonian seer hath ceased to stand alone, h 
But thou no more shalt printed vision read, 
Enoch 1 that dire perusal was thy last ; 
For, from thine eyeballs, with a spirit's speed, 
Gone, and for ever, light and beauty pass'd. 
Not that a horror and a woe too vast 
Had quench'd thy brilliant orbs : nor was thy 

doom 
Like his — the bard who sang of Eden's bowers, 
The bard of lofty thought, all fire and gloom, 
All might and purity — whose awful powers, 
Too darkly strong for organs frail as ours, 
Press'd on his visual nerve a pall-like night : 
But God, who chastens whom he loves, ordain^d, 
Although thy frame was vigorous, thy step light, 
Thy spirit like th' autumnal gale unrein'd — 
That thine should be affliction, well sustain'd, 
To show the proud what humble worth can bear. 
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Then hither, Pride, whh tearless cyes lepair ! 

Come^ and Icam wisdom from immurmuring woe^ 

That, *rcft of early hope» yet scoms despair. 

StiU in bis bosom light and beauty glow, 

Though darkness took him captive long ago* 

Nor is the man of five-score yeare alone : 

A heav'nly form, in pity, hovers near ; 

He Itstens to a voice of tenderest tone, 

Whose accents sweet the happy cannot hear ; 

And^ lö, he dashes from hls cheek a tear, 

Caiight by an angel shape, with trcsses }ia]e* 

Hc secs her« in bis soul How fix'd he slands I 

Bat, oh, can angteb weep ? Can grief prevail 

Cef spirits pure ? She waves her thin, wbiie hands ; 

And while her form recedes, her eye ejcjiands, 

Gazing on joys which he who seeks shall find, 

There is an eye that watches o>r the blind : 

He äaiA a friend — ** not \osu bnt gone before ** — 

Who \cü her image in bis hean behind 

Bui when his hands^ in darkncss^ trembled o'er 

Her lileless ieatures, and be beaid no more 

The %'oice whosc last tone blcss*d bim, frenzy catne ! 

ßitndncss on blindncss ! midnight thick and dcep, 

Too heavy to be fdt !— then pangi, like flame, 

That »ear 'd tbe bnun— ionow that could not weep ; 

Fever, that would havc barter'd wortds for sleep ! 
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^Tbou early-grcen ! deem not ihy bane a boon j 
^BDistrust thit dny ihat chungeth like Üie moon, 
^feut stUi our (liihcT weepSt Ah ! thotigh all hues 
^fttas dead to him» the ftom] hours shalt yet 
^PBd o'cr hb heait ibeir rra^^mncß-lDving 4tws ! 
^^^"cn ßciw, the daisy, Uke a gern, is sei, 
■ Though fainl and rare, in winter^s Coronet. 
Thy sistcrs sicq>, adventurous windflower pale I 
Aüd thy mceW blush affronts thc celandme, 
The starry herald of that gentlest gale 
Wbose ^lumes are sunbcams, dipp'd m odours ßne i 
Well mayst thau blush ; but sad bltght will be thine, 
If ^owing day shut fröre in stoimy night 

VIIL 

\$t\\\ dost thou «rcep» old man ? The day is bright, 
spring is ncar t corae, takc a youngsters ami 
De, let US «ander where the flocks delight 
I At noon to %%m ihem, when the min is waim ; 
lAnd ^asit them, beyond ihy unde's farm, 
' The oiie-ajt:h*d bndge — thy glory* and tby pridc, 
Thy Parthenon, ihe triumph of thy skili ; 
Which &tü] bestrides, and long it shail bestridc, 
The discontented stieam» from hill lo hilL, 
^lau^tfig to scom the moorlanü torrent stÜL 
many years hath he siept *m the tomb 
ho swore thy bridge would %icld to onc ycar^s rain * 
£ en Laßdon folka, to iee and praisc it, comc ; 
YOI- L ft 
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And envtous ma^ons pray, wilh shame and pain, 
For skill Hke Enoch Wray's, but pray in vain^ 
For he coiild do what others could not learn, 
First having leamy what Heav'n alone can teach : 
The parish tdiot might his skill discem ; 
And younglings, with the shell upon their breech, 
Left top and taw, to listen to bis Speech, 
The barber, proudcst of mankind confest 
His cqual worth — " or so the siory nm ** — 
U'hate'er he did, all own^d, he did it best; 
And e'üTi the bricklayer, his swom foe, b^gan 
To say, that Enoch mas no common man. 
Had he carved beauty in the cold white stone, 
(Like Law, the unknown Phidias of our day,) 
Tlie village Angelo had quail'd to none 
Whom critics eulogize, or princes pay ; 
And ne'er had Chantrey equall'd Enoch Wray, 
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Pale primrose, know'st thou Enoch ? Long ago 
Thy fathers knew him ; and their child is dear, 
Because he loved them. See, he bends him low, 
With reverend grace, to thee — ^and drops a tear. 
" I see thee not," he sighs, "but thou art here ; 
Speak to a poor, blind man ! And thou canst speak 
To the lone blind. Still, still thy tones can reach 
His listening heart, and soothe, or bid it break. 
Oh, memory hears again the thrilling speech 
Of thy meek beauty ! Fain his hand would reach 
And pluck thee — No ! that would be sacrilege. 



BOOK V. 

CONTENTS. 

An Excursion with Enoch Wmy to the Mountains— Beautiful Win- 
ter Nioming— Rivers of Hallamshire— Short Lived Grinder, 
contrasted with the Patriarch — The Nfoors — Mountain Bec— 
Enfecbled Snake— IxMt Lad— The Descrt, a fit Abode for 
Spirits — Christ's Love of Solitude— Reflections, suggested by 
the Desolation of the Scene. 



Come, Father of the Hamlet ! grasp again 
Thy Stern ash plant, cut when the woods were young; 
Come, let us leave the plough-subjected piain, 
.\nd rise, with freshen'd hearts, and nerves restrung, 
Into the azure dorne, that, haply, hung 
O'er thoughtful power, ere suffering had begun. 
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Flowers peep, trees bud, boughs tremble, rivcrs 

run; 
The redwing saith, it is a glorious mom. 
Blue are thy Heavens, thou Righest ! and ihy stm 
Shines without cloud, all fire, How sw^eetly, bonic 
On mngs of tnoming o'er the leafiess thom, 
The tiny wren^s sniall twitter warbles near I 
How swiftly flashes m the stream the trout 1 
Woodbine ! our father's ever-watchful car 
Knows, by thy nistle, that thy leaves are out 
The trailing bramble hath not yet a sprout ; 
Yet harshly to the wind the wanton prates, 
Not with thy smooth lisp, woodbine of the fields ! 
Thou future treasure of the bee, that waits 
Gladly on thee, spring's harbinger ! when yields 
All bounteous earth her odorous flowers, and buüds 
The nightingale, in beauty's fairest land. 



III. 

Five rivers, like the fingers of a band, 

Flung from black mountains, mingle, and are one 

Where sweetest Valleys quit the wild and grand, 

And eldest forests, o*er the silvan Don, 

Bid their immortal brother joumey on, 
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itcly pilgrim, ii'ntch'd by all thc hiHs* 
^, shall we wander wbcrc, through wanrior's gravcs, 
fThc in fern Ycwden, mounlain-cradled, trilts 

doric notes? Or, where the T.orkslcy raves 
)f bioil and battfe, and the rocks and caves 
Dream yel of ancient days ? Or, where the sky 
f Darkms o*er RivlÜn, the clear and cold, 
That ihroi*^ hh blue Icngtli» like a snake, from high ? 
lOr, wheie dcep azure brightens into gold 
jOer Shcaf^ ihai mounis in Eden? Or, where roird 
lOn Uwny sands, through regions passion-wild« 
lAnd glt>ves of love, in jealous beauiy dark, 
CotDplaini) the Porter, Natureis th^ijted chüd* 
[ Born in thc waste, hke headlong Wimlng ? Hark ! 
'llic |M>ised hawk calls thee» Village Patriarch ! 
He calb ihee to bis mountains ! Up, away I 
II p, up, to Stanedge ! higher still ascend. 
Tili kindred rivers, from thc summit grey, 
To dbtant seas their couTse in beaut)^ bend» 
ke the Hves of human milltoDs, blend 
ted waves in one immensity 1 



IV, 

atiftil rivers of the desert ! ye 

for labour from the foodless waste. 
E>ps the Wanderer oq hii way» to see 
tie ffequeni wdr opjiose your heedless haste* 
[ Whcre tofls the MÜl, by suictent woods embnioed. 
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Hark| how Üie cold steel screams in hissing fire ? 
But Enoch sees the Grmder's wheel no more, 
Couch^d beneath rocks and forests, that admire 
Their bcauty in the waterSp eie they roar 
DaslVd in white foam the swift circumference o*et. 
l'liere draws the Grinder his laborious breath ; 
There, toughing, at his deadJy trade he bends. 
Bom to die young, he fears nor man nor death ; 
Scoming the future, what he eams he spends ; 
Debaucli and Riot are his bosom friends. 
He plays the Tory, sultan-like and well : 
Woe ta the traitor that dares disobey 
The Dey of Straps ! as rattan'd tools shall teil. 
Füll many a lordly freak, by night, by day, 
lUustrates gloriously his lawless sway. 
Behold his failings ! hath he virtues, too ? 
He is no pauper, blackguard though he be. 
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Hut steeper hüls look down on stream and tree ; 

I pray thee, pause, or, lo, I lag behind ! 

Ah, thou wilt prove an overmatch for me, 

Despite the sad erectness of the blind. 

Whoever walks with thee, though young, will find 

Tis hard for youth to emulate thy age. 

They were adventurous Sampsons, that would try 

To lift a load with Enoch, or engage 

To fling a heavier quoit. And thigh to thigh, 

And foot to foot, placed well and warily, 

He who throws thee had need be in his prime. 



VI. 

The moors — all hail 1 Ye changeless, ye sublime, 
That seldom hear a voice, save that of Heav'n ! 
Scomers of chance, and fate, and death, and time, 
But not of Hirn, whose viewless hand hath riv'n 
The chasm, through which the mountain stream is 

driv'n! 
How like a prostrate giant — not in sleep, 
But listening to his beating heart — ye lie ! 
With winds and clouds dread harmony ye keep ; 
Ye seem alone beneath the boundless sky ; 
Ye speak, are mute — and there is no reply ! 



14S 



Bitie, bnMknt ^« ^bcnre m «üsle «& 

OT hilhy läse dnos» eip tte int contttuod, 

Ejt thoa an hen^ Üioo caicst cknidbcnyl 

bealth-restarcf ! did he IcDcnr ihy watiX 
The bÜioms tovnsatian «oold for ihee reago 

His waU-grorvn peacfa, veQ pleased In tnoorlaxid 

earth 
Thee wodd he plant, thos more tfaan nedatific I 

1 hon bettcT gmpe ! and, in thy fniit divine, 
Quaff stnengüi and beauty from the living bough- 



VIL 

Ihis scene is ancient, Enoch must allow. 
Marble ia less enduring than the flow« 
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Hcrc dcspot gmndetir reigns in pomp forlonr* 

Desimir might sojoum here, with boiom tom, 

And lung endure, bul never smilc agaiti, 

HaiJ to thc k;mi>€si's thrunet the doud's high read, 

l^ifie fl;s thc agM sky» and hoary main ! 

The pÄlh we iread the Sherw'ood outbws trode, 

WTicre no man bidcth, Ix)cksle>^'s band abode, 

\nd urged Uk salicnt roe through bog and bmke. 

viii. 

Kjiow'st thou cur father, thou enfeebled snake, 
Thal »eek^si the sun too soon ? Dost thou, in awe 
And love, the setdom trodden path forsakc ? 
To him, thoit set:m*st the very snake he saw 
In mddy boyhood. While thy folds withdmw, 
Uncüird o'cr cmnshy roots, and fem-sialks dry, 
Hc thinks he sees thee, cölour'd like the sione* 
With CJiicl and atroctoiis Tory eye, 
And anxious look of dog Lhat secketh hone* 
Or sour Scotch placeman, when bis place is gonc, 
I To feed §ome Whiggish fool, who iriU not eat 



IX. 

Bcc ! lhat hast left thy sandycovcd retneai (*) 
ßeforc ihe living puq>lc hath ptirvcy'd 
I Kood for thee ; potent pigmy J thai the ficxt 
^Vtng'd moments of the päst. and yeara, aniy'd 
In patdi-^vork, Crom ihe robe of ihtnfi ßecMfd, 
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i: . :.. -: from sad oblnion ! ihou canst do 
\\'].'^\ :...:!. lest spirits cannot — Silence hears 
I hy :: unnur; and our sire, who hears it loo. 
Lives o LT again a hundred pensive years. 
Pathctic in-^ect I thou hast brought fresh tears 
I o siiriuless eye-balls, and a channerd cheek. 

tluit once more he could become a boy, 
Anrl See thc moming o*er the mountains break 
In cloud^ of fire, which, army-like, ä^loy — 

1 hat lic might chase thee, nvith a hunter s joy, 
Vainl} , o'cr moss, and heath, and plumy fem I 

X. 

1 aihcr ! wo stand upon the mountain stem, 
'rhat (.annot fcel our lightncss, and disdains 
Rcptilcr^, that sting and perish in their turn, 
That hi>s and die — and lo I no trace remains 
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That man is not the whirlwind, but ihe leaT« 
Tom from the tree to soar and disappear. 
Gmnd is our wcakness, and sublime our grief 

»Ijo ! on this rock, I shake off hope ^nd fear, 
And stand released from day I yei am 1 hcre, 
And at my §ide are blindn^s, ^e, and woe. 
Far 
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Far tu the left wbere streams dispaned Üow, 
Rüde as hb lionie of gmnitet dark and cold, 
In ancient days^ beneath the mountain's bmw, 
Dw<slt« with his son, a widower poor and otd* 
Two steeds he had, whose nianes and fordocks bold 
Comb ne'er had louch'd ; and daily to the town 
Thcy dragg'd the rock, from moorland quarries tom. 
Yeant roü^d away* The son» to manhood groMH^ 
Manicd his equal ; and a boy was bom, 
Dear to the graJidsire*s heart, But pride, and scom, 
avarice, fang'd the molher^s small grey eyes, 
at dully shone, like studs of tamish'd leod, 
poison'd soon her husband's mind with lies i 

\ Soon noüght remain'd to cheer the old man's shed, 
Have the sweet boy, that nighily shared his bed. 
And worse days were at hand* The son deiied 
The fathcr^ — eciied his goods, his steeds, his can 
The old man saw, and| unreststing, sigh*d : 
But when the dilld, unwilling to depart, 

I Clung (o his knecs, thcti spoke the old man's hean 
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In gushing tears, '* The floor/^ hc said, ** k dry ; 

Lei the poor hoy sleep with me this one night*' 

'*Nay," Said the mother ; and she twitch*d awry 

Her rabid lip ; and dreadful was the sighl, 

\Vhen ihe dwarfd vixen dash*d, vdth ficndish spite. 

Her tiny (ist into the old man's face ; 

While he, soft-hearted giant, sobb'd and wept* 

BqI the child triumph'd ! Rooted to the place, 

Clasping the ag^d knees, his hold he kepi, 

And once more in his grandsirc*s boaom sIepL 

And nightJy still, and every night the boy 

Slept with his grandsire, on the rush-stre\^*n floor, 

Till the old man forgot his wrongs, and joy 

Revisited the cottage of the moor 

But a sad night was darkening round his door : 

rhe snow had melted silently away^ 

And, at the gloaming, ceased the all-day rain ; 
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hajids, and rose, and 



HAad sank and raised 

B scream'd l 

He Icap'd ; hc Struck o'er edd>ing foam ; he cast 
His wildernd glance o'er waves ihat yelp^d smd gleam'd ; 
And HtestJed with the streain, that grasp'd him fast, 
Ltke a bird stniggling wilh a seq>ent vast 

I Still, as he missed his aim» morc faintly tried 
The boy to scream ; still do^^ n the torrent went 
The lessentng cries ; and soon, far off, they died ; 
Whtle o'er the waVes, ihat still their boom forth scnt^ 
Descended, coßin-black, the fimmment* 
Mom came : the boy retum*d not : ngon was nigh ; 
■ And then ihe mother sought the hut in haste. 
There siit the wretched man, with glarfng eye ; 
And in his arms the Ufeless child, embmccd» 
H Lay Uke a darkeoing snow-wreath on the waste:. 
H '* God curse thce, dog I what hast thau done ? " she 
^ cried, 

I And fiercely on his hoirid eye-balls gaxed i 
H Nor hand, nor volce, nor dreadfut eyes replied ; 
h Still on ihe rorpse hc stared with head unmiscd . 
But in his fix*d cyes light unnatural bla^cd, 
For Miftd had lefi them, to retum no more. 
of the wiiher'd heart-sttings ! is it well ? 
in the grave hath sle|>t the maniac hoar ; 
Btit of the **losl lad ■* siiU the mountains ttrll, 
[ \^lien shrick ihc spirits of the hoodcd fclU 
And, fiiany-vokcd, cotnes down the foaniing snow* 
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As o*er üic % 
He wheels k 

Spirits sho 
The tncekes 
Dust as a ga: 
To sea-like 
And utter'd. 




Hail 1 silence of the desert !■ 
In rcveri * ^x - » 



-I speak low 
' i wing is awed, 
iely slow, 
Y abroad, 
their abode. 
f that e'er wore 
Srowds unblessd 
»eat shore, 
mountain's breast. 
The höhest precepts e^er to dust address'd. 
Oh, happy souls of death-freed men, if here 
Ye wander, in your noiseless forms, unseen ! 
Though not remote, removed from grief and fear, 
And all that pride shall be, and guilt hath been ; 
While gentle death his shadow casts between 
Thoughts seraph-wing'd, and man's infirmity ! 



XIII. 

To live unseen, but not to cease to be ! 

Unheard, unseen, with men, or rocks, to dwell ! 

O that I were all thought and memory, 

A wing'd intelligence invisible ! 

Then would I read the virgin's fears, and teil 

Delicious secrets to her lover's heart, 

By spectre-haunted wood, or wizard stream ; 

Or bid the awful form of Justice Start, 
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promfji ihe conscience-strieken murdercr's 

scream ; 
Or iCDurge the rieh mao, in his ghastly draam, 
For bemnieas dcois, unwept» and unaion^d 



XIV- 



rHaili Desolation ! Solitudc ! and, throned 
On changeless rocks, Etemlty ! Look do^vn, 
And say, What see ye?— Want, ihat vainly groan*d, 
WhUe Mercy gave hira stones for food I Tbc (rown 
Of guOi, on ininds and hearts, in ruins strown ! 
Hate, torturing Conütancy, thai lo\ ed loo w^ü I 
Majestic things, in gnais that live an hour l 
^^ SouJ-bajtermg Faction» fain to buy or seil, 
^B And 'spouied to Fraud^ wilh kingdonis for a dowtr l 
^M Vc sisCer f^nn^ of Natureis dread and fKiwer 1 
^" Stand yx «pon the e*irth ? Hear*n halb no doud 
To be a carpet for your distnal fcet. 
Yc stand upon the earth^ and skies ate bow'd 

ITo knee your throne, Ibis granile piUar*d scat, 
That i«, and was, and ^hall be. WÜdly beat» 
Beneath ywv footstixvl, j>assionÄ, feding», deeds, 
Like billows od the soliur>' shorc, 
Wtae bafHed wave to bafflcd wave suceceds, 
Spum'd by fhe sullen rocks, with sullen roar« 
And ming, faJling, foaming evermore, 
To risc, and fall, and rour; and foani in vatit 




XV, 

Ye TQcks I ye Clements ! thou shorelcss mmn, 

In whose blue depths^ worlds, ever voyaging, 

Freighted with life and death, of fate complajn 1 

Things of immutability ! ye bring 

Thoughts that with sorrow and ftith terror wring 

The human breast Unchanged, of sad decay 

And deathless change ye speak, like prophets old* 

Foretelling EviVs ever-present day ; 

And, as when Horror lays his finger cold 

Upon the haart in dreams, appal the bold. 

O thou, Futurity, our hope and dread, 

Let me unveil thy features, fair or foul ! 

Thou, who shalt see the grave untenanted. 

And commune with the re-embodied souI ! 

Teil me thy secrets, ere thy ages roll 

Their deeds, that yet shall be on earth, in heav'n, 

And in deep hell, where rabid hearts with pain 

Must puige their plagues, and leam to be forgiven ! 

Show me the beauty that shall fear no stain, 

And still, through age-long years, unchanged remain ! 

As one who dreads to raise the pallid sheet 

Which shrouds the beautiful and tranquil face 

That yet can smile, but never more shall meet, 

With kisses warm, his ever-fond embrace*; 

So, I draw nigh to thee, with timid pace. 

And tremble, ihough I long to lift thy veil. 



rUZ VlLlJlGE PATRIARCH, 



»57 



BOOK VI. 



COKTKNTS, 



VfKf wenjfks Itii Di^ini-— Hb Amdetj to recltc bis Com- 



Dreams \ are ye %apour^ of the h^ted bmin, 
Or «boc« of our deeds, our feais* our hopes ? 
Fever'd remenibraiicajp that o'er again 
Tdl prose adventurcs, in poetic tfüpes, 

kWhik drowsy judginent w\th ülusion cop^ 
Fccbiy aiid vainly ? Are ye \mä when due ? 
Or, Hkc our cobweb wealth, unfoimd when soiight ? 
6e ye of stirling ^alue, weigh'd and tnie, 
Or the men* paper currency of thoughi« 
By s[>endthnft fancy sign^d» and good for nought — 
i Eooch Itath dreatn'd a dream^ like saddest truth^ 
Aad dane it into rhyme. And Alice Green — 
The shrewish viUagc qimck* and ever soath 
Imcqirtter of dreatns^-ciii tdlp I wecn, 
\^lial signs and omens, rbjTned or rhymel^s meain. 
Wiih all a poet's ardnur to rehearsc 
A vmon^ löte ihc Horentine's of yore, 
Fevemh and nervous, mutlcring deathless vciset 
He openst oft, and oft he £hut« the door. 
And cv^ry leaden mimite ^e^^tns a score. 
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Biit he is Storni bound. To the marsh below, 

WhiJe squattering ducks decend^ and, with pale beamS; 

The hoodtd, ineffectual san, through snow 

That feil all night, and still is falling, gleams, 

Like reason, struggling half awake, in dreams. 

He hears the redbreast peck the frosted pane, 

A'sking admittance to the warm fireside; 

And — while o'er muffled mts each cart and wain 

Moves wuhont sound — he opes the casement wide, 

1 o hail once more Ihe guest he ne'er denied ; 

Then spreads his hands, to feel if yet the plumes 

f>r hea\^n are wavering in the noiseless air; 

Deteimined — ^when the burden'd sky resumes 

Its lucid azure, clear, and cold, and fair — 

1 hrough paths of hidden peril to repair, 

And have some harmless fun with Alice Green. 

How wild, how wondrous, and how changed the 





I 
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IjOvc oT the celandtne and pritnrose meek 1 
Star of thc leafless ha^el 1 where art thou ? 
IVheie is the witidflower, with its modest cheek ? 
lÄTch I hast thou dash'd from thy denuded brow 
tsomSy thai siole their rose-hues from ihe glow 
Even, blushlüg into df^eams of love ? 
Ftöwers of ihe winüy beam and fajthless sky ! 
Gems of the wither'd bank and shadelcss grove t 
Ye arc where he who moums you soon must lie ; 
Beseath thc ^broud ye slumbcr, tranquilly ; 
But 001 for cver. Yct a sudden hour 
ShaJl iliaw the spotless man de of your üeep^ 
And hid it, mdted in tu thunder, pour 
Froin mountain, waste, and feil, with foamy sweepp 
Whdming the flooded piain in min deep, 
Ycs, litilc süent mimuelH of ihe wüd, 
Your vistcclcsi song shall touch the hean again t 
And shall no morning dawn on Sorrow's child ? 
Shall biiried mittJ for cvcr mute remain 
Benesuh the sod, from which your beatilcous simin 
Shall yct arisc in muslc, fdt, not heaid ? 
No ! Faitli, Hopc, l^vc, Fear, Gladness^ Frailiy, all, 
Forbid that man should pcrish. like the bifd 
That soars and sings in Natureis festKal^ 
( >ur sotik shal! rise — and fear no second laU— 
Our adoration strike a lyre divin c T 

s t 
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Now, through the Clearing stornij the sonbeanas shme; 
And, lo l the winno\r'd fire ! 

Thinner and 3es fine ; 

From mantU Üouds retire ; 

And heav^n, l 1, is lifted higher. 

How Nature 1 vest I 

Like air-bloir i on snow. 

A iong'lost ft äi's breast ; 

His sighlless e>t- , )hire glow, 

That speaks of hues and forms dead long ago — 
The bright, the wild, the beautiful, the grand ! 



\ 



BOOK VII. 

CONTENTS. 
Enoch Wray's Dream. 



I. 

Gone ! are ye gone? Bright dreams of youth, adieu! 
Old, blind, and poor, I dream of dreadful things. 
Methought I saw a man, renown'd and tnie, 
Rise from the grave, upbome on sable ^ings, 
Bradshaw his name, abhorr'd by slaves and kings. 
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Hts hue was Deaih's, his majesty his own, 

There was a UiDughtful calmness in his air : 

DecUion, like a rendy sword undrawn, 

Reposed, but sicpt not, on his forehead bare ; 

ßut Caudoti« toOj and deep research were Üterc. 

At fim, his lip curl'd fiercely, as he went 

0*er fields^ o'cr towns, o'er souls, in baseness 

But* meeken'd soon, his awfui visagc blent 

Sad beauty with his stemness, like the doud 

Whoie tem*s are Hghtnmgs. ** What ! " he cried 

iioudf 
** Is QnanDj imtnortal ? Ohj If here 
ttctöxmi yet hnger, in what hated shcd, 
Wliem pFoud endumnce scoms to drup a icar, 
Aiid woe*nursed \irtues eat their hard-eam*d brcad, 
Nerves she the heart and Hand that despots dread ? 
Hidc not tby head in clouds» thou Roek« that saw'st 
The Pytns and Hampdens ! these, our sons, oin fccl 
The pang of shatne, ihough, dwaifd in 50uJ, they 

boast 
Nor manly thoughts, nor hearts^ nor hands of steeU 
like ihose that battled for the common weai 
Say, Rock, is ihat a Briten ? that meaa thiog, 
Ulio dares not M hk eyes above the feet 
Of pauper Satraps, or the village king 
Whom they depute to torttire :in4 to cheat ? 
Slave — fixe to toil, that idle wolves inay eat * 
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Art thoü a Br 
And bra/st ir 
Say^ palaced p 
Did Russell, l 
Or, scourge foi 
Dog of the brei 
Our children feeo l 




What 15 a Briton ? One who nms awa^^ 
To barter souls for untax'd wine abroad. 
And curee his brutes, who sweat at 

bray. 



^ the goad, 

mons load ? — 

miseiys tears, 

1 gods Hke thee 7 

Algiers? 

ientee 1 

t growl at me ? 



Where are thy paper wings of yesterday, 
Thou bankrupt gambler for the landed knave ? — 
Audacious poacher, scom'st thou parish pay ? 
Kill'st thou God's hares to shun a beggar's grave ? 
What ! is it better to be thief than slave ? — 
Wretch, that did'st kill thy sire, to seil him dead ! 
Art thou a Briton ? Thou hast Strafford's brow. 
Poor, com-biird weaver, singing hymns for bread ! 
Could Hampden breathe where crawl such worms as 

thou? 
Spirit of Pym ! lo, these are Britons now ! 
Charles Stuart ! are they worthy to be thine ? 
Thou smil'st in scom, in triumph, and in pride. 
And thou, at Marston taught by right divine, 
Thou recreant patron of vain regicide ! 
Laugh'st thou at blasted hopes, whose vauntings 

lied? 
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^Beastj fesitured likc the afigelsl can*st thou vivw 

i dome» outstictch'd by God's geometiy, 
[Atid doubc üiat Man may be sublime and true? 

Or, while the boy smiks upward from ihy knee» 
I Believc thai skves o( slaves shall not be free ? — 

How likc meek Laud yon Cadi-Dervise scawk ! 

A paicnt parsöti, made to please the squire I 

Priest. Judgc» and Jury, for the eure of souJs ! 
|\lrtues Itke hb no stül small voice reqülie; 
I Hc cncs hw warcs, and is himself the crier 
lNo school is built, without bis ftilsome prayer, 
nVhich fulsome prints, i^ith fulsome pmise^ record ; 
JNo wretch is tried for wani, but he is there 
' In solemn sesston, sounest on the board^ 
[WhmOj like Saint Peier, he denies his Iprd. 
lO, Cant and Cunfiing [ mark the contrast well ; 

The poor, dainn'd here, M€ ihankfü], ihotigh lht7 
pinej 

Thtot^b fouJ and ^r, ihey limp t'wards heav^n or 

»White he, (snug niartyrO when the day is fine, 
Seeks Abraham's bo&om, and a Toiy'i wrne. 
Kiog o( bad alc and bares ! he shoou, and hunt5 ; 
Tliea whips« or jalK the woe that c^nncit pay ; 
Gfanis Lidtgmb s Itcense^ and nrfuses Gmnt's ; 
Of fines poor Strap, who sha%*cd on Sabbatli 
day; 
kc Saint B^rcbones, hc detests a play. 
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Thric€-Ioyal Jefferies 1 greet with shout and song 

The heir of all the Noodles of past years, 

Lord Robert Shallow l ready, rough, and wrongs 

He sheaihs a world of wisdom in his ears, 

Yet seetns no witch, and is what he appears. 

A sleepy watcher, he must feel to see. 

And, ham to teach» niay yet be taught to read ; 

Bound by an accident, hc hates the free ; 

And, deaf and blind wben Tmth and Justice plead^ 

Led by a shadow, seems to take the lead. 

How like a snake, all Frozen but the fangs, 

His coldness threatens and his silence Chilis 1 

How like a poisonous icicle he hangs 

O'er human hopes, and on the soul distils 

All mean, malignant, and infectious ills ! 

The freezing cloud descends in snow or hall ; 

The hill-born deluge floods the reedy fen ; 

And shall not lords teach slaves, and Heav'n turn pale, 

And the grave shudder, at this crowded den 

Of wolves and worms? — O Nature, are they men? 

O Time, is this the island of the just 

And the immortal, in her virtues strong ? 

The land of Shakspeare ? Worthy of our dust, 

Because she guards the right, and loathes the wrong— 

The land of Ireton's bones, and Milton's song ? 

Rise, Bard of our Republic ! — wherefore rise, 

Like Samuel to the troubled King of old ? 

Could'st thou flash living fire in Britons' eyes, 
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tß Wciuld pigmy souls be mmds of giani tnould ? 

Oh| what could wake these warse than d^ad and 

cold? 
But thou, O Rock l that %*atchest freeraen*s graves 1 
Well ina)^*st thou veil thy lofty brow in shade, 
Sccrming to lock on boroughmongering knaves, 
And game-law*d, com*law'd, war*worn, pansh*paidf 
Eag'tnoncy'df crawling wreiches, reptüe flay'd !*— 
\Vhat naineless curse com es next? Degraded Eomel 
How like a Caesar of ihy days uf shame» 
He loUs bchind bis steeds, that tamp and foam 
Through crowds of slaves, wüh long Submission tarne, 
Hacks, not worth hamess, void of tail and mane I 
All praise to hlm» to whom all pnuse is due l 

„ To him whose zeal is fire, whose rancour raves ; 

^nSwom ftnti-catholic, and tjied tme-blue ; 

H Champion of game-laws, and the tiade in sl&ves ; 

VMoutli of the bread-tax ; purchased tongue of knaves; 
AU pfaise to him ! — a menial yesterday, 
And now a kingling, served by hate and fear i 
The upstart buyer of yon ruins grey» 
That mock his tax-built pandemonium near t 
Clerk! Thief! Contractor t Boroughmongcr ! Peer! 

H His isiercy would be cruetty in hell ; 

H His actions say to God^ * Submit to me 1' 

■ Def of Starvation, dark and terrible ! 
Miti's purses may submit to thy decree, 

i wiiy ühould consciencc havc no god bui thcc» 
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Thou charioted blasphemer? Hcnce, awa^ 

Tt> Spain, or Naplcs, with thy loathsome sccnrl ? 

Why stay'st thou here, ta fuddle tax'd tokay? 

GOf be the Inquisition^s holiest ghoul, 

And gorge with bbod thy sulky paunch of soul I— 

Biit ye— pooi Erin's cheerfui exiles, bom 

To tili the fhnt in unrepining pain I 

Why bow ye to your foe, Hibernta's scom? 

This almoner, whom treadmills might disdain ? 

This pauper, worthier of the whip and chain ? 

Fools I let accusing sconij in each calra eye, 

Infonn the tax*fed harpy and bis hordes 

That wrongs have brought forth Ihoughts which can- 

not die ; 
And that your wives have brought forth sons whose 

words 
Shall sting Uke serpents* teeth, and bite like swords. 
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Bwt— Islc of Tears ! HispaJiia of ihe sea I 

Moumer of ages, helpless in thy paio ! 

Stü! unlransformM^ biood-weeping Niobe ! 

Mute, ho|ie]ess sufferer of thc son-loved nmüi — 

Whom c*t-n thy own FitzwilÜam cheePd tn v^n — 

The dawti deky^d is nigK, the dismal mom, 

Thc day of grief» without remorse and shame, 

Wben of thy very famine shalJ be tem 
|A fiend, whose breath shall wither hope, like 

Hame; 

iLcan Rctribution is his horiid name* 
iBchold his bare and sineVd haggardnesa 1 
IBehold his hide-bound arm, his AeshleBS thigh 1 
■ *Tii5 hc I the fearless and the mercil^s 1 

I See his cheek of bonc, his lifeless eye, 

His frown — which speaks, and there is no i^ply ! 

I hmr his motler'd scom, his tauntbg stmin : 
^ *' Opprcssor ! hath thy bondage set us &ee ? 

U all thy long Injüstice worse than vain ? 

: üiou, too^ hlVn^ scouiged, tiampled, weak fts we ? 

IVhai l hath our destitution l)cgga/d thce ? 
nd can'st ihou tcü why pluoder'd statcs aie poor ?' 



: wild words ceased* and o*cr the btasted moor 
Slow Hcd the form of tbat üicrce r^dck ; 
bilc shrick'd benaatJt my fect the granite üom. 
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1 rom stream to headlong stream. But, eager-eyed, 
I gazed on stately shadows at my side ; 
l'or biiried kings, whose will, erewhile, was law, 
Around me, like the ghost of Hamlet, kept 
riieir State majestic, arm'd ! And when I saw 
Tlieir cruel faces bathed in tears I wept 
But o'er my heart a deadlier chillness crept ; 
My white locks, every hair fear-stricken, stirr^d ; 
My limbs, all shaken, trembled every hone ; 
My pulse stood still ! and in my soul I heard 
The torrent, tumbling o'er the cold, grey stone, 
Propliecy ! — while the shadowy mountains lone, 
Thal saw the Roman eagle's wearied wing — 
Spake to the silence of the dead of old : 
' King of the Poor ! thou wast, indeed, a king. 
But com'st thou sorrowing from the chamel cold ? 
Henry Plantagenet, the uncontroird ! 
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what shaJl be best for states and thrones ? 
men )ike them^ when thou wa3t loved and 
i fear^d, 

Glut death wiüi blood, and cover earth with bones ?'^ 
j * Thmi Edward t weepesi thou ? O prince revered I 

[>rd of the lance, to chivalry endear'd 1 
Still dost tliou niouTTi the fairn, ihc unrestored ? 
And wms Napoleon, with his buming bmin 
Chain*d to the sunbeam» less to be deplored 
Oq hts hard rock, amid the groaning main, 
ThaJt captive John» with princes in his train, 
Served by mute kings and pensjve victory ? 
But thou ait not ihat Edward who gave kws 
To wotfish anarchists, Thou iess than he 
Hlio timed the feudal beast^ and pared his cJaws^ 
And tore the venomous fangs 6t>m rabid jaws» 
^KAnd hy and for the nation reign'd a king ! 
^Rkist thou, too, weep thy countf^s failing weal ? 
^'O doubt not that futurity will bring 

For her a purchaser I The North haih steeU 
The South bath gratitude ; and slaves can feel— 
L they fcel ? the imnkling of th^ cbaiiL' 



11L 



ur souts are iyres, that strangely can retaia 
hc toncs that trcmbled on their stricken cbords ; 
i tbese, impress'd upon my heart, remain : 



ayof 
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But the sad monarchs, leaning on their swords^ 
Vanish'd in darkness, with the closing words, 
Like voiceless miste o'er ocean's sleepy vrBxes. 



IV. 

\Vhnt saw I next ? A temple paved with graves f 
Lq ! on the floor a giant corpse lay bare i 
And thousand, thousand, thousand, tliousand slaves, 
All dead and ghastl/i kneerd for ever there, 
Statues of baseness, worshipptng despair l 
From many a battle-field and many a sea^ 
Gast forth by outraged earth and loathing tide, 
They made a winter for etemity, 
And seem'd like suppliant demons side by side, 
For in their looks their crimes were petrified. 
Bound by a spell, which ne'er, methought, would 
Ijreak ; 
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In ffie sad featurcs of the mtghty dead, 
^WTiilc, on the forehead of that giaat corpae, 
In lettin of ctcnml fire, I read 
This sentence : ** I am hc for whom ye bled» 
Undying Death I — feasl, Dogs, but laji no blood,'* 



Thcfi, lo I what, distanif seem'd the ocean^s flood, 
Smole on my heart, with clamour fierce and foul, 
'Wave shouldering wave, they shook me where 1 

stood^ 
1 No vnnds urged on the billowy, IK-ing rolJ, 
But whirln^d dwelt within it, like a soul, 
Heaving the foamy, roaring surges high, 
BWhile all beside was voiceless^ brcathless fear ; 

And* lo ! the foam was human agf>ny, 
^^AUve with curse», horrible to hear l 
^VThe waves were men t — a deluge wide and diear! 
^KAt^ while, all raving« aJt at once, they came, 
^Hcap*d on each other, to devour the shore, 

The flaah of eyes made heav*o*t red v^engi^ancc 
tamet 
[ thunder dared not wb isper to the mar ; 
with thcir multitudinous hands, they ton; 
fic rocks, fJiai seein'd to live in besital form», 
froxat there, ihe dgei^s terror glared ; 
ei'd tlie staitled folds of fangM wonm ; 
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like nightmare ; glassy ca)*men 



Wolves grinn'd, 

stared; 
And the boar^s tusk, his powerless tusk, was bared 
In fear — a * — "*^" ^' — ' ^—^ over head, 
The despc rey to tear ; 

His might lle spread, 

Büt stretcl d by despair. 

Oh, what £ B was therc, 

When, Hke worlds away, 

Did that n i assaü 

And crush h dreadful play, 

Rending the monsters and their granite mail ! 
Then all was hush'd ! a sea without a sail ! 
And, black with death, a Strand of gory mud ! 



VI. 

The vision changed ; and, lo ! methought I stood 
Where sinners swelter in the penal glare 
Of everlasting noon ! A fiery flood, 
As of Steel molten, on their nerves all bare, 
Rush'd from the brazen sky ; and scorching air 
Bum^d upward from red rocks of solid fire. 
There I beheld a statesman, evil-famed, 
With unremitting and intense desire 
To quench immitigable thirst inflamed ; 
Stretch'd, moaning, on the cinderous marl ; and 
named, 
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Jn scüm and tage, l)y spectres pidless, 

Who bsdc him, smiüng tiieir clench'd hands, restot^ 

Their homes, their imtocencei their happiness ; 

And, io dire mockeiy. to his hot lips iKire 

Ra{^ »teep'd in black, ihick» slippery, buming goit, 

Hut when he dozcd, wom out witb paio, he dteam'd 

Of fircj and talk'd of fire that ever bum'd ; 

And through his fmmef in all his ^itals gleam'd 

Fire ; and his heait and bmin, to cinder tum'd^ 

Still cmck'd and blazed, while, lossing, low hc 

cnoum'd. 
And from his cycs dropp'd teais of sable Aatnc 
For Qow no longer in his fiaudüü brBin 
Schoon*d Creams of crime-boughl good untinged riih 

shame, 
False as the mists that loom along the main 
IViih shows uf golden Ophir, saught in vain 
allere ßcnds of shipwncck m^atch their pre/t and 

smile. 



VIL 

I Yet sccm*d he not the vilcst of the vUe, 
An afiparition cold of Itfc in stone, 
Or ]tl!e in ic^^ drew nigh, mih lips of bPe ; 
A vtsage to tbe awed spectatofs know-n, 
Tlui tum^d to frigid rancour, like his own^ 
Their liery hatied. Froicn wherc tbcy Uoodt 
vou L T 
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Chain^d by bis smile petrific, aod his eye 

\Vhose serpent keenness saddcn'd while it blazed — 

"■ Make way ! " tbey yelFd» "■ the fatal fool draws nigh ;] 

The dog q( kings, their whip for poverty, 

Seeks here the luxury of infernal tears." 

Then shriek'd the prostrate ^Tetch, as black he | 

rose — 
" Even here Democracy his Standard rears l 
Save rne» ray Brother, from imutter^d woes, 
Worse even than Paine deserved or Ireland knowi I " 
'' Thee? Aspect mean 1 " replied the new-arrived, 
" Thee ? And am /thy brother ? Lo, on thee 
I look with scom — Driv'ler ! whose fears contrived 
Tg thrall arm'd kings, whom I was bom to free. 
And dost thou claim fratemity with me ? 
I blew not up a spark into a flame 
That set the earth on fire : I drove no trade 




THE VtLLAGE PATKURCVI, 



»7S 



rApfiroachiiig sounds, that m the distance broke 
i Mümtufing, arresied the descending stroke. 
I As^ when black midnight melts £rom sky to sk\% 
And shriek the lightnings at the wrath of heav'n» 
Air becomes ütg^ and, like a sea on high, 
Wide whirlwind rolls his deluge, seai'd and riv'n, 
WTiile, with closed eyes, gitÜt prays to be forgiv'n. 
So, sight shrank, conquer'd, frcm his visagi: fröre, 
ThÄt mock'd insulted fire wiih icy glare, 
WWle secm'd the torrid clime lo bam the more 
kAs tf incensed, and sounds sw^U'd on the air 
™\Vhieh told of focs that knew not how to spare, 
ScKm, spcctrc skeletons, like wolves in chase, 
CMüt howling on. As outstretch'd greyhounib 

flcet, 
Some with riv^n ribs, and one with half a face, 
came, all hungry, and thetr dattering feet 
op'd on the soll of adamantine heat 
rTben sprang ihey on him, and his niuscles rcnt 
With cnmching teeth ; and still thetr hatc bcreajied 
Vs fast it fcd, änd joyful sounds forth scnt ; 
fet from the mpturous banquet oh they ceascd, 
^ Exclatming, in tbe pauses of the feast, 

' Icc-hearied Dog !— when feil tbe crimson dcw 
PAi Wcxford, there we died !— In dongeons we ! 
1 We of slow famine ! — ^We at Peterloo ! ._ 

[We, by ihc mercy of the scourge set free ! ^ 
LTfivanqukh'd by retentless torturc, he, 
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While crisp'd in fire his cold flesh, scorch'd and torn, 
Forgot not, though he wept, the bearing high 
And proud demeanour of a tyrant bom, 
But cried, uplooking to the hopeless sky — 
" Thou, who inhabitest etemity ! 
Hera, too, thy frown is feit, thy mercy just" 
But when those skinless dogs of hell had pared 
The bones of their oppressor, and, with gust 
Infernal, crunch'd his vitals, tili the bared, 
Cold, buming heart, with pulses unimpair'd, 
Shone in its grated Chamber, like a light 
That saddens some snaked cavem's solitude ; 
Then, pangs of deathless hunger in their mighl, 
Wrung savage howlings from his soul subdued ; 
And, thenceforth and for ever, he pursued, 
Heading that dismal pack, the sentenced dead, 
For food, for food ! hunter of souls ! with yell 
Immortal, hounding on his fiends, while fled 
Their prey, far shrieking through unbounded hell. 
In ravenous ardour, sateless, horrible, 
He champ'd together still his stony jaws. 
O could the living heirs of fear and hate 
See the lost trampler on etemal laws, 
Taught by his voice of mouming, ere too late, 
How would they shun his crimes to shun his fate, 
And, e'en for mean self-love, be less than fiends ! 
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BOOK VI IL 
CX>NT£KTS. 

HxiB WItit« tuifoofs the Cof ta^ge «f Hannoh Wray, tbe Wklow of 

KD imputed Foacher — He detecis her and ha DAUgbier in 

Üift Act of re-roofiiig thcir Cotta^e^He sssaolli thc Moibcr» 

i% kill«! by the D^Mghter^lmpfii&timaiBt^ Trid, find 

iDcttth of Hajjuali Wniy. 



^ 



Kind souls ! ye jd) Ihe peasant« while ye ploti^^ 

*I*he w^ld that loved to laugh around his home. 

A\*hcrc thc broad common fed his father's cow, 

And wherc himäclC a fearlcss boy, could roani 

Unqy^tion^d, lo l the in&nt rwers foam 

No langer, ihrough a pamdise of fern ! 

Ijxik hoWf Uke btutkn'd slaves, they stall thiY>ugh 

ßdds 
Thal sulienly obey your mandate stem ! 
And how ihe tomired waste, reluctanti yields 
Com böught mih souls, white soulless avaricc buÜds 
His imlace, mftar'd with iniquity ! 



amen rock 1 and thoui ticnc-wnnklcd tree \ 
[ Wlicre i» the siinJovcd oottage tbat of old 
' Vc scrccoM &om eßinous winds ? And wherc h he 
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Who dwelt in that lone cottage of the wold? 

Far from the mountain bee he slumbers cold 

Thou, Enoch Wray, shalt hear the son no more 

Who kiird the harmless hare that ate his kale : 

Atrocious crime ! for which'he stemly bore 

Slow pain and wasting fever, in a jail. 

He perish'd there. Then died his widow pale, 

Who sleeps imsepulchred, and yet sleeps welL 

But silly Jane, their child, still wanders here, 

Seeking her mother on the stormy feil. 

While freezes as it flows the sealding tear; 

She lifts her left hand to her heart in fear, 

And waves a fan of bracken in the right, 

Forbidding evil sprites to melt the snow 

That veils the fields once tilPd by Ezra White. 

Hark ! how she grinds her teeth, and mutters low, 

With black lips quivering — " God, let nothing 

grow ! " 
For Ezra White unroofd their humble home. 
And thnist them forth, and mock'd the mother's woe, 
Bidding her, with her brat, a beggar roam, 
Or hire a hearth of him who feeds the crow, 
Or to the Workhouse, hope-abandon*d, go. 
" I to the Workhouse ? — I ? " the widow cried, 
And from her Shoulders ript the kerchief thin, 
Displaying to the tyrant, elder-eyed, 
A breast that might have tempted saints to sin, 
WTiile all th' impassion'd woman raged within — 
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" I to tbe Workhousc ? ** and her forehead bum'd, 
And swell'd ihe lottured heart that would not break ; 
And her neck thicken'd, and her visage tum'd 
ßkckf and sJie ggisped» long impotent to speak : 
" I ! — to the Workhouse ? Rathei will I seek 

B Tbe wdcomc grave. But hope not thou to thrive ! 
Though, feeding on old crimes, and plotting new, 
Thoü yet may'st crawl, the meinest thing alive ; 
Here and hercafter thou shalt have thy due, 
And this vile dced with snakes shall whip thee, Jew ! 
Ajn / thy tenant ?— did I bid thee pay 
The Squire my rentP^^and are threc pounds dcven? 
Thou tyrant ! — yet shall come thine evil day ; 
Yct shalt thou find there is a CJod in hea% *n, 
Although thy two fat rarms have swallow'd sevcn. 
God I sce this glutton I how he crams and grasps, 
Likje dcath, for more— a iieast of pray'r and prey. 
Would all Uieir maws were stuflTd with slings of wasps ! 
When shall 1 see them, on the bane Highway 

^K Totl, like tlieir betters, for a groal a-day ? 

^^ God ! let htm sow in vain 1 let nothing grow 1 
Bc straw his harvest, grainless chaü his food \ 
To-monow he will many w^eatih and woe ; 

I(Ah, Lucy Hajgrove is for him too good !) 
Hut may a mother*s curse tie on his blood ! 
May he die childless ! '■ And she tumy, and beut, 
In fjassionaie fondness, o'er her idiot child» 
'Veeping ; then took her hand in haste» and went, 
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She cared not whither, uttering curses mld ; 

But paused, and groan'd, while Jane look'd up and 

smiled, 
When Ezra's partiog sneer shot through her brain. 



Mom rose, all splendid, o'er ihe frosty piain, 
,\nd Lucy Hargrove married Ezra White. 
But Ezra strove to cheer his bride in vain ; 
Long ätay'd the day, and linger'd long the night ; 
For Hannah^s curse was on tliem like a blighc 
The homeless widow seem'd to haunt their bed — 
The idiot child to thunder at the door. 
"They fire the Stacks," he growPd; "I hear their 
tread" 
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As whcn men round a tigen On he Sprung, 

.\nd gTasp*d the smiggling nidow by the throat, 

Till white her eyes uptum^d, and forth her tongue 

Protruded through retmcling lijis that caught 

Sad huc^ TTom Coming death, while angtiish HTOUght 

Terrific changes on her pensive checlc 

Büt Jane took up a stone, and smote his brow« 

He fe!J, but held bis prey ; with strangled shnek, 

He tried to heave his bulk, rekxing slow 

H is n>urderoiis gripe, and backward sank ; ihen low 

Dropp^d his Laige chm, and grim he gaped lö 

death! 
But long lay Hannah senseless — happy she, 
If^ senseless« she had yielded up her breath. 
But her cyes dosed, then open'd — what to see? 
She gazed on Ezra's corpse in agony ; 
Thcn on her daughter \ and then gusli'd her iear& 
The horrid future on her spirit gleam^d ; 
She trcmbled with unutlerable fears ; 
And. while tlie wan dawn oer the mountauii 
beam'd, 
da&p'd her daughter to her bre^l mid scr^m^d — 
NOt I can die ! they shail not hang my chikl 1 ^ 
*rhcfi came the hue and rry ; the parting wild 
Of sunderVJ Ijosoais, nc er agnin to meet ; 
The dungcon'd weeks ; and hope, that nevcr smiled* 
Yd oocc» in üluniber, carac a visioo iwect« 
Hliich t)ore her nptrit to the dear retpeac 
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Where still, she thought^ ho* husband dwelt, and 
Jane 

Still press'd the nipple, pillow'd on her breast ; 

The grave had lost ks prey ; the past its pain ; 

The dead had never died ! Bul thoughts so bless'd 

Could not endure. A darker dream oppress'd 

The dosing captive. Not to see her die, 

But dead, she thought, her child arrived, at last; 

She saw herseif a corpse ; saw Jane draw nigh 

Shrieking, to gaze upon that corpse, aghast ; 

And, shrieking, waked, with temples throbbing &st ! 

Then came the trial brief ; the evidence 

So clear, so false, so fatal ; the sad eyes, 

All gazing on convicted innocence, 

But not in pity ! her convulsive sighs, 

Her sudden tears ; the dread solemnities 
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Siiil, in her desolationf nightly sh€ 

Dream'd ihat the Lord had heard her eamesl prayer ; 

Her child, she thought, poot Jane, was cutne to iee 

Her mother die, and beg a lock of hair, 

IVhicli she might kiss in tears and cver wear, 

Dark roU'd the hours by cruel mercy gwen^ 

Tlie waking hours of certaJnty and doom ; 

And, in her cell, she cried to earth and heav'n, 

** O let my chM skep with me in the tomb l 

Tomb 1 1 shall have none l " And the echoing gloom 

Mutler'd, even when she slept^ her heavy sigh. 



As if no heart had ever achedf no eye 
Shed bitter teais, another mora arose, 
All Ughi and smiles ; btit, with the brighiening sky. 
Hannah awoke from dreams of deaiht to dose 
Her eyes in drcanilesi and pi^found repose. 
Kut Jane came not ! poor Jane was f&r away ; 
She* though oft told, knew not her mother*s doom ; 
But rauch she wonder d at her Icngthen'd stay, 
With saddening thoughts, and ch«ck tliat lost its 

blooni« 
Hark ! the l>ell toib l and yet Jane is not conie ! 
*' Büi »hc, who rourder*d pious Eöa White» 
And trampted on his bmins»" (so rumour lies,) 
£re min Utes pass, must wrestlc with üic might 
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% anxlous all 
liates and dreads. 
e fetter*d waU ; 
►e heard lo fall ; 
rob quick and loud ; 
nt murmurs rise ! 
above the crowd, 
strength, the cord that 



That none can vanquish. Lo ! itn thousand ejes 
Are gazing on the prison where she sighs i 
The streets are paved, the house-tops piled 

heads 
The mndowa 
To look on 
Now the hu 
Now a dropp 
Now, by thC: 
Now, in dire 
And, lo 1 the ' 
Bursting, mth desperate 

ties 
Her arms, and rolling on all sides her eyes ! 
Chill'd, in a moment, chiird is every heart. 
" Where is my child ? " she sobs ; " My child ! " she 

shrieks ; 
" O let me see my child, ere I depart ! " 
And long, for her who is not here, she seeks ; 
Then, to the crowd, with hands uplifted, speaks : 
" Ye come to see a murderess ? I am none. 
A stainless conscience is my rock and tower. 
Tis tnie my foe to his account is gone ; 
But not for all this world's vain pomp and power 
Would I have shorten*d his bad life an hour. 
I die his victim, and die reconciled. 
Kind hearts ! ye melt — but which ol ye will bear 
A dying mother's keepsake to her child ? 
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a kindned heart» my grief to share ; 
[idrcd voice, to join my jiarting prayer ! " 
Lo 1 IS she ended, on her bosoni bent 
A blind otd pilgnm, who had hü ihe throng 
Wceping abud^ aJl pitied as he iient t 
She claip'd hiiD with a giasp convul&ed and strong^ 
She kiss'd liim fervently, and held him long. 
** Ciod bless thce, Enoch, for this last good deed ! ** 
She sobb'd — and dovm her cheeks ihe tean gushd 
\ free. 

** But we tnust bear whatever is deereed. 
Nay, fathcr of tny Joe, be ftrm, like me t 
Hold up t be ^mi, as innocence should be ! 
Guiltkss 1 go to join thy son in heaven. 
Jane» too, is guililess, though she kiird cur foe» 
j Who, when he died, had need to be foigiVit — 
' Bear to my child this tress ■ a month ago 
[ TVas raven black, and now 'tis white as snovt. 
\ Yes, Knoch, I am guiUiess< Let them pare 
My Ixjncs, and make a raotkery of my limme ; 
Tliey cannot slain my süuI ! and I can bear 
1 WTiat must be l)ome, Why» thcn» shouid my sad name, 
1 Wliöcver ütter'd, flush thy cheek with shame ? 
Poor Enocb i when? thy murd^r'd sün lies low, 
I hoped tt> weef) again ; bul hope deceives 1 
niight I rest wiih htm ! — no fiower iiriH blow 
O'er mt% no redbrcast covcr mc with leaves i 
lliis thought« dcspiic my will, appals and grievcs 
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My conquering soul, ere it take wing and soar. 

Should one or two reroember me in love, 

Say I died guiltlesa — Though we meet no morc 

On earth, an angel waits for us abovc * 

But thou slialt nuTse awhÜe my orphan dove, 

Far froro the parent bird — when 1 am free ! ** 

And all is o'er — the shock, the agony, 

The low-breathed moan of sympathetic woe. 

But silly Jane, srill wandering gloomily, 

Wears on her breast the lessening lock of snow ; 

And still she mutters, " God ! let nothmg grow : 

God ! may a mother's curse be on their blood ! *' 
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Hatfa tJie dark angel of the night, that siill 
Del^hts in human agqiif and tears, 
Afrpaird his slutnbers with predicted ill, 
And confirmaiion of his wom of fears? 
The cause I teil not, but th' effect appear^ 
In sudden alteration^ such as oft 
Cotnes Ofn the unailing agcd, when thcy s^ra 
Strong as old eagles on the wing aJoft 
Swilt wa« the change and ghastly^ as the glemn 
Of baleful meteors on a midnighi strearap 
Bhghting the waters, His Herculean frame 
Sioodf in the winds of March, erect and bold ; 
ßut when the cowslip — iike a Uving fiame 
Kindled in April — bum*d its incense cold, 
H€ wtem'd the shadow of himself, and roU'd, 
With a Strange keenness, his beniglited eye& 
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Bright shines the ice o'er which the skater fliesi 
Roofittg the waters with transparent stone, 
Fina m the rock, when umberd evening dies, 
Biit when the doudy incro aiises — gone. 
So pmsh hintue glories, evety one. 
Oh, nc*cr again, ye misty mounLains dim f 
^^^hen ihc frost parcheth on yoiir sides the heath, 
Shali m ihril] histie whistle welcome him 
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\VTio once could see the tempest toss beneath 
Your solemn brows, and to the vales bequcath 
1'he volley'd hail, from douds of eveiy hue. 



1IT. 

The meanest thing to which we bid adieu, 
Loses its meanness in the parting hoiir. 
W^hen long-neglected worth seems bom anew, 
The heart that scorcs earth's pageantrj^ and power 
3\lay melt in tears, or break, to qutt a flo^-er. 
Thus, Enoch — Hke a ^Tetch prepared to fly, 
And doom'd to joumey far, and come no more — 
Seeks old acquaintance with a beding sigh. 
Lo ! how he weeps for all he loved of yore, 
Telling to weeds and stones quaint stories o'er ! 
How heavily he climbs the ancient Stile, 
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VVhose spleeny stre he pummeit'd for his pride, 
Ere beauieotis Mary Gold became a bride 
U is ihe dower which (pious nistics say) 
The vir^gin-moiher on her bosom wo re- 
it lioaids no dew-drop, like the cups of May, 
Bul, rieh as sunset, whee the niin is o'er, 
Sprcads flaiiiy petaJ from a buming corc ; 
Which, if mom weep, their sorrowing beams upfold^ 
To wake and brighten, whea bright nooR is near* 
And Enoch bends hiin o'er the marigold ; 
He toves ihe plant, be cause its name is dear^ 
Bttt on the pale green stalks no flowers appear, 
Albeit the future disc is growing fast 
He fee)s each Ittde bud with pleasing pain. 
And sighs in sweet communion with the pasl ; 
But ncvcr to his tip, er buming brain« 
The flowcf^s cold softness shall he presa again« 
Murmuring his long-lost hi&rfs viigin namc« 



Deep in the vale^ where, knoHTi to htimblc fame, 
Foor Enoch 's rival in imroortal verse, 
Tht Village Poet, lives — weil skill'd to frame 
The besuteous sHpper, and the sonnet tcrsc, 
Wise to compose, and willing to lehearsc ; 
A kind gpod man, who knows ouj father's wonh, 
And owns Hts skUl in everything but rhyme ; 
Sa^« too^ and tneek, m any wjghl on eaitb, 
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Save tbat he laughs at tmnsitoiy time^ 

.\nd deems his own a deathless name sublime ;— 

There, by the brook, cowers a low edifice^ 

With honeys' -^"-^ -" ""' Vied roof, 

A warm safe 3 marta] mice 

Might slural ice, far aloof 

From city f ooks give proof 

That, whais< i^ Health, art not, 

A dial, by ou ide, 

Instructs the ittle cot ; 

The masterpie Is skill displa/d, 

When all to him their wondering homage paid. 

Lo ! on a visit, moumfully he wends, 

To feel the dial, his acquaintance old ; 

But, by the way, in pensive musing bends 

0*er ancient landmark, now half sunk in mbuld : 

Shake hands, sad friends, for times are changed and 

cold ! 
But, lo I he enters at the garden gate ! 
Awhile in chat the rival poets stand : 
He feels the bench, where oft in youth he säte ; 
The shed, which, long ago, he built and plann'd ; 
And now the dial is beneath his band. 
Ah, the slow shadow, measuring the swift hours, 
While his touch wanders o*er the figured plane, 
Baffles his patient finger^s cunning powers ! 
But man, the shadow, mocks grey Time in vain ! 
Dusky, we pass away ; he laughs amain ; 
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Hii spc»^¥e tiade tt h to mow m down ; 
He plays al deadi, nnd is indusmous loo ! 
Tliou dark and sorrowing mortal* yet unmown, 
Wecp — büt thy sim-clock. as of old, b true ! 
Oh, beiter wcep than do as otheis do» 
WTiose cyes discredit all save what they see j 
Bui Mf^nf deny*st oot beauty, calom, %ht ; 
Füll well ihou know'st, ihat« oll unseen by thee, 
The Venml Spirit, in thc Valleys bright, 
H scattering dtamonds ovef blossoms white. 
She, tbough sbe deigti to walk, hath mng% of gold 
And plumes all beauteous ; whilc in Icaüng lK>wer, 
Thc chr)*salis, that ne'er did Mnng beholdt 
Thougb bom to glide in air o'er fruit and flower, 
Disproves the plurae, the beauiy, and the power, 
And deems it quite impossible lo fly. 



Firewall je mountains, ncighboms of tbe sky ! 

Eiiocb will tread your silky moss no more ; 

But bere he breathes your freshness, Art th<jii 

nigb, 
('■rey moth uf April? On the reedy shorc, 
Fof ihc last time he hears ihee* circling u'er 
Tbe stany flower. Broad popbr, sotin in bloom« 
He Helens to thy blossomy voice again. 
And Cecls that ii is vensaJ 1 but the tomb 

V 1 
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Awaits him, and ihy next year's flow'rs, in vain. 

Will hearken for his footsteps. Shady laue, 
Where Fearn, the bloody, feit his deadly arm ! 
liate, which he climb'dj to cut his bow of y&K 
P>ora ihe dark tree of ages ! Upland farm, 
His uncle*s once l thou furzy bank, whose hue 
[^ of the quanchless fire ! adieu, adi^u, 
For ever I Thy soft ans wer to the breeze, 
Stomi'StrengtheD'd sycamore t is music yet 
To his tired spirit : here, thou King of Trees, 
Ilis ovm hand did thine infani weakness set; 
But thou shalt wear thy palmy Coronet 
Long, long, when he is clay. Lake of the Mill, 
That murmurest of the days when vigour stning 
His oary feet, farewell ! He hears thee still, 
And in his heart beholds thy banks, o'erhung 
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Thatch'd aJehouse, still yclept the Sickles cross^d ! 

Where died his dub of povcrty and age — 

Worst blow of all ! where oft ihc blacksmith to«s d 

His truth-deciding coin; and, red mih rage, 

The never siknced barber wont engage 

In Argument with Enoch I Fountain dim. 

In whtch his boyhood quench'd the sultry beam ! 

School, where crown'd monarchs might have leam*d 

of him 
Who sway'd it, how to reign I Cloud-cradlcd stream, 
Tliat iti his soul art eloquent as a dream l 
Path^pendird hill, now clad in broomy light ! 
Whö« oft in youth he i%taked ihe violets cold, 
When you, lovelislening stars, confess'd the might 
Of carthly beauty, and o'er Mary Gold 
Reddcn'd with passion, while hu lale he told ! 
Rose, yet unblown I thou future woodbinc flower I 
Majestic foxglovet still in summer tmc I 
Blmh of the hawthom l glad May's sunny shower ! 
Scefies long bcloved» and objects dear, adieu I 
Ftom yoti, frum earth, grey Enoch ttims his v\e\\ , 
He longs to pass away, and soon will pas& 
But not with him will toil and sorrow go l 
Mcn drop, like Icaves — ^they wnther, and, alas I 
Are seen no more ! but human toil and woe 
Alt \»9Üng ns the hil]«i or ocean's flow, 
(llder than Death, and bat with Death wOl die. 
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Ye sister trees, rith branches old and diy I 
Tower'd ye not huge as now, when Enoch Wrajr» 
A happy lad, pursued the butteifly 
C)'er broomy banks, above the torrenfs spray, 
W'hence still ye cast the shadow of your sway ? 
I.o— Grey-hair'd Oaks, Ihat stemly execrate 
The poor man's foes, albeit in tnurmurs low ! 
Or, \dlh a stormy voice, like ibat of fate, 
Smiting your wrinkled hands, in wrath and woc, 
Say to th' avenging hghtnings, ** Why so stow ? '* 
T,o I that glad boy is now a man of j>ain ! 
t>nce more he t Otters through the vemal fields ; 
Ünce more he hears the comcrake on the plam ; 
The vale imites him, whcre the goldring builds« 
And the wild hank that orimrose fraüratice vields i 
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Hb name, m leito^ of hard stone, appeals 

To tirae and memoTyj Wkh mute Step, he steals 

Along the vale, bot does not hcar the mill ! 

Tis long since he was there, Alas ! ihe wave 

Runs all to waste, the mighty wheel is still 1 

Poor Ell och feels as if become a slave ; 

And 0*er his beart the long grass of the grave 

Alr^idy trembleM ! To his stealthy foot, 

Aruuod Üie duur thiclc Springs the chance-sown 

oat, 
Whilc prune their plumes the water-hen and coot, 
Fear less and fierce the rat and otter float, 
Catching the irout in Albert's balf-sunk boät : 
And, pendcnt from each bücket, fal weeds dip 
Thcir sümy verdure m the lisUess stream* 
** Albert b niin'd* thcn t " his quivering lip 
Hütten in anguish, while vnth paler bcam 
His sad eye glistöns, ** Tis, alas, no dream I 
Heiv'n sav« the btood of Enoch Wray from shame ! 
Shame undeserved, tbe treadmill of the sou! ! " 
Thus Enoch mutcly prays, but does not btame 
Albert, who coutd not, well he knows* control 
The fate ihai hurVd him dowm lo fonunes fouL 
Triam |>hant Scienoe ! whai av^iil ihy decds, 
Thy saitlt^ss navy, and thy steatn-dmwn car, 
If growing power to deeper misery leads? 
If weeds and worms thy tenfold harvest mar ? 
iD thy fruits but fatten waste and war? 
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England is changed since Enoch was a lad 

(THibs dream'd not then that eartli for tliem was made ; 

Men did not sweat to bloat the weak and bad. 

In hopeless sorrow faithful though betray*d ; 

Not was toil famine ; nor was gambling trade. 

Albert is strong, laborioas^ frugal, just ; 

Rut danger lurk'd where satety seem'd to bc^ 

/Vnd cloudlessj thunder tum'd his hopes to dust- 

\Vbile navies sank on fortune's sunny sea, 

UnskÜiy to save his little bark was he. 

1 n dreadful calm, the viewless storm increased ; 

Most fatal, vben least dreaded, came the blow 

That still was nearest when expected least ; 

And none who feit the stroke could see the foe ; 

But all was wondering fear and helpless woe. 

The servant took the master by the nose ; 

The beggar'd master slunk aside to die ; 
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But when red batlle wings the whirling ball, 

The cannon fiashes ere the victims fall, 

I^ud buTSts the roar, and then is heard the groao* 



IX 

Whai iS this plague, unsearchnble aitd lone, 
Sightless and tonguekss, tili a wild voice howk 
When nations die ? Whal is this power unknown ? 
And whence this stränge simoom that withers souls? 
O ask the empire-swallowing deep, that rolls 
Black o^er lost wealth and long-forgotten fame I 



Shall /, lost Britain ! give the pest a name 
That, like a Cancer, eats into thy core? 
Tis Avance, hungry as devouring flame ; 
But, swallowing all^ it hungers as before, 
While ßamef its food exhausted, bums no more, 
O ye hard hearts that grind the pcK>r, and cnish 
Their honest pridc, and drink their blood in wine, 
.\nd cat their childrcn's bread wHthout a blush, 
Willing to wallow in your pomp, like swine, 
Why do ye wear the human form divine ? 
Cao ye make men of bruies, contemnM, enslaved? 
Cän ye ^ow sweetness on the bitter nie ? 
Can ye restore the health of minds depraved ? 
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And self-esteem in blighted hearts renew? 

Why should souls die to feed such wonns as you ? 

Numidian ! who didst say to hated Rome — 

" There is no buyer yet to purchase thee ! " 

Come, from the damn'd of old, Jugurtha, come ! 

See one Rome falFn ! — another, mightier, see ! 

And teil us what the second Rome shall be ! 

But long, O Heav'n ! avert from this sad land 

The conflict of the many with the few, 

When, cnimpled, like a leaf, in havock's hand, 

The great, the old, shall vanish from the view. 

And slaves be men, all traitors, and all tnie ! 

Nor from the fierce and iron-breathing North, 

That grimly blosoms with the sword and spear, 

Call a new Alane and his robbers forth, 

To crush what worth is left untrampled here, 

And shake from Freedom's um dust still too dear, 

While trade-left Thames pours mute his shipless wave ! 

But thou, our Father, joumeyest to the grave, 

A Briton, like thy sires, the fear*d of old ! 

Thou shalt not see outlandish king or slave 

Conquer the green isle of the stem and bold, 

That despots, erst, though leagued with hell, controll'd. 

The land where Hampden feil and Russell bled, 

Is yet no barrack for invading hordes ; 

Mary is undefiled, her boy unled 

To slaughter, by their countr/s foreign lords. 

Yet hast thou seen our fratricidal swords 
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il thc bondsmen, struggling to be &«c ; 
And smke for t3rrantSf destincd, ^oon or laie, 
To thank cur crimes^ by which they reign, and be 
Black veng^ance to our hearths, and righteoüs fate. 
But go i — no second spring can renovate 
'Thf blighted soul. A momefTi, big i^nth woCt 
Ü'cr ihee hath roird another bundred years, 
GOt to the cottage of ihy chüdhood, go 1 
Wht?rc gixen, as üi thy youth, the valc app^ais, 
And Mary's love awaits her stre» in tears. 
Go to thy cottage — ^not wilh humbled look 
Atid stealthy pace, a thing of g;uilt and fear 1 
But thou, alas» dependence canst not brook 1 
K*€fi pit>^ now is insult to thitie ear ; 
Fall'n is thy crest, thy heart is cold and drcar, 
Yct go thou to thy bome, tboygh daily there 
Soii]£ ilttte com fort is retrench^d ; nor blame 
The child, who veiKd her giiefs her sirc to spare* 
** Though Mar)' is becoine an iü stair'd imme, 
\^liy shoüld her father feel the pang of shame ? ^* 
Huw oftcn from thy sidc dolh she retire 
To weep alonc l '* Shall he who gave m aU — 
Shail Enoch Wmy, the soul of fearless fife, 
Thc gDod, the proud, t)ecome in age a thiaJl ? '* 
Oh» not für this the lord of shroud and paÜ 
So loDg hath passM him on bis gloomy way f 
No ; hc who hears the %'oicele:ss wotm complain 
Hath heard his spiiit für dliimssion pxay : 
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" O, let me, Lord, my God, tili death, retain 

My humble pride, a name without a stain ! 

When the flesh faird not, Lord, I lean'd on Thee ! 

Though the flesh falls, let not my soul be moved ! 

Hut now release me, if thy will it be — 

() let thy child rejoin the lost and loved ! 

For long on earth have I thy mercy proved, 

And my heart yeams to bless thy name in heav'n." 



BOOK X. 

CONTENTS. 
Horrors of Paupery to Independent Minds— Enoch Wray visits the 
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He minglcs looks of love with piteous cries, 

Ajid, smiling on his dear destroyer, dies ! 

How temble^ to wake, interr'd alive, 

Afid shriek for instant aid, whlch cannot come ; 

And scare the worro, that yet shaü fced ; and 

strive^ 
Beneath relentless caith, in airless gloom, 
WiÜi desperate wncnch^ tu disiKJssess the tomb! 
More dreaded still, lost Captive^ is tiiy fate, 
To wfrom n gmve is given» and de*ith dcnled, 
For life entomb'd by unforgiving hate, 
Who bids despair^ thy chamberlain, provide 
Hope's eol^*d corpse, to male thy sleepless sidc f 
But direr, sadder than all ihese, is man 
Wasted by want and superhuman toil ; 
Or (aJJ'n from decent competencc, and wma 
With grief, and Torced, while heart and brain recoil, 
To bc^ a crust on his ]»aiemal soü, 

iOr Bsk his equals for a pauiier's pay. 
■ 
But thou irt not a pauper, Enoch Wray I 
Free hast thou livedt in honesiy and pnde, 

hundrt^ summeis ; brighi hath bcen thy day. 
ivtn in its gluom ; and on ihe gravc's dark stde 
Httlc hast to fear, and nought 10 hide — 
to die* as good ttxtn wish to die. 
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Hark ! — like a spirit preaching from the sky, 

" Repent ye, for the kingdom is at hand ! " 

An iron voice — as if Eternity, 

üethroning Time, sent forth bis high command — 

Si)eaks to the awed heart of the silent land, 

From yonder tower, time-darken'd, thunder-scarr*d. 

Still the deep toll is floating on the air ; 

It calls our father to the lone churchyard ; 

Ah, many, many of his friends are there ! 

And Age, at five-score years, hath few to spare ! 

Thou antique Fane ! that, in thy solemn suit 

Of carven flowcrs, and stone-embroidery grand, 

(Old, yet unshakcn ; eloquent, though mute,) 
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mtmlä U gläddcn thy bewilder^d eyes, 
(DuiJcbd wilh cobweb films, and colours old, 
And wilh long gadng on dini blazonnes,) 
Cotjid'st thou, in these degenemte times, behöld 
A pair like Enoch Wniy and Mziy Gold, 
Aa to the altar, in their youth, they came ; 
Hc, like a warrior lo the haltlc feast, 
With cheek of downy light and timbet'd flamep 
A prcscnce glorious as the bright'ning east ; 
Shct bendiog at his side, with charms increased, 
Like cbaste Andromache by Hector led ; 
Her arm in bis, her gentle eyes depress'd, 
Her neck and face \i^ith buming crimson spreadi 
And lovely as matemal b^uty's breast, 
Bene&th the soft cheek of ber child can^s^d, 
Retuming love for love and smile for smile i 
But, ah, not now, thou venerable pile ! 
Comes he^ with genial thougbts to rapture true* 
But wilh sad heartf though not withoüt a smile, 
Td bkl hts old remembrances adieu ; 
And, ere he mingle with the cby, rcnew 
Feelings, which, when the dust that tnouideni 

here, 
Couid sympathSzc wilh animated dfty, 
Jo/d with its joy, rctum'd it tear for tear, 
And, bidding sontiw lock Tor brighter day, 
Pointed to hea/Oj but did not *' Icad tbc w-ay." 
I Now on the tooibstooes, which of old he laidf 
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( Pages with silent admonition fraught,) 
Hc kncels ; and, in the twilight of thy shade, 
Reads, with his fingers, what his chisel wrought ;^ 
Perchance th* effusions of his pensive thought, 
Füll oft recited in his soul with pride. 

IV. 

I>ect, like youth, Stands this sepulchral stone : 
Hut what is youth ? a flower ; and life ? a dream. 
Read ! — for youth, life, the flower, the dream, are 

gone : 
Read 1 — " Death is life ! I am not what I seem : 
Think of poor Henry still ! but rightly deem." 

V. 

The next is dateless ; but, aged eighteen years. 
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VII. 

In yonder grave heaven's grateful debtor lies, 
Struck blind in youth — old Shiloh Hollischart. 
" The beam of beauty left his cheerful eyes, 
To glow more deeply, brightly, in his heart'* 
Read, mortal ! be instructed, and depart 

VIII. 

" Tears for the slander^d ! tears — but shed too late. 
Come ! if thou come to weep, traducer feil, 
\Vhose slighted love hath done the work of hate ! 
But thou, perchance, hast yet more lies to teil 
Of her who loved but thee, and loved too well?" 

IX. 

This still retreat, thou faithful to the dead, 
Claims thy attentive pause, demands thy tear ! 
Stop ! read again th* inscription, often read : — 
" Remember me ; and, weeping, linger here, 
If still to thee thy Harcourt's name is dear ! 
But, if thou wed again, O come not near !" 

X. 

A broken mast, a bursting wave, a child 
Weeping, a woman frantic on the shore — 
Rüde stone ! thou teilest a story sad and wild : — 

VOL. I. X 
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*' Pain, want, unkindness, all * afflicrions sore/ 
Disexi5eT suspense, with con stancy 1 bore ; 
My heart iras brokeii — Letty lies with me ^ 
Änd now we know that Matthew died at sea.'* 

XI* 

No sculptured stone informs the passer by 

That the poor down is fiow the Squireling^'s fjccr t 

Here lies a rogue, whose crime was poverty t 

And just Sir Comlaw sleeps in marble near J 

Hones of the treadmilFd slave t^what do ye hcre? 

Oh, shame to bread-tax'd England *s bought-and-sold I 

The loathsome wretch, who toird, and starv-ed, and 

died, 
And he whose merit was a robber's gold, 
Repose, like raamed equals, side by side ! 
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The hated ? — no ; his bosom never bum'd 

With fire so base ; the dreaded ? — no ; he spum'd 

Fear, as unworthy of the human breast 

VVhy does he pause on his dark pilgrimage ? 

Hath he forgot what love remembers best ? 

O stoop and find, in this familiär page, 

The moumful story, dearest to his age I 

" Here Lucy rests, who, in this vale of tears, 

Dwelt thirty weeks : — Here waits the judgment-day 

Her brother James, who died, aged fifty years : 

Here slumbers sinless Anne, who lived a day : 

Children of Mary and of Enoch Wray." 

His finger pauses, like a trembling wand, 

Held o*er desponding hope by mercy. Lo ! 

Another line, cut by another hand, 

On the cold stone, from which he riseth slow ; 

But it is written on his heart of woe ; 

" Mary ! thou art not lost, but gone before." 



XIII. 

Oh, no I — not lost The hour that shall restore 
Thy faithful husband, Mary, is at hand ; 
Ye soon shall meet again, to part no more ; 
By angels welcomed to their blissful land, 
And ^-ander there, like children, hand in hand, 
To pluck the daisy of etemal May. 
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It h the evening of an April day* 

Lo 1 for the last time, in the cheerfol süh 

Our father sits, stoopmg hts tresses grevj 

To hear the streani, his aücient neigbbour, nm, 

Voung OS if tiine had yesterday begun, 

Heaien's gates are lilte an angers wing, with plueie« 

Of glorious green and purply gold on fixe : 

Through rifts of moüntainoiis cloudsj, the li^ht] 

ilkmes 
HiU-tO]>s and woods, that, pUgrim-like, retire ; 
And, like a giant's torch, bums Morthem spire* 
Primrosy odours, violet-mingled, float 
O er blue-bells ajid ground4\7» on their wings 
Bearing the music of the blackbiid's noie ; 
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*Good day, strT* smites hjs cheek more pale ; 
nide collision shnktüs him in his chair ; 
\Th€ Eible of his sircs is mark'd for sale ! 
Bill degradation is to him despair ; 
llie hour is cotne which Enoch cannot bear ! 
ßut h<f call dk^^-and in his humble grave, 
Sireet ihal] his long rest be, by Mary*s stde ; 
And o'er his cofhn (uninscribed) shall wave 
The willow tree, beneath ihe dark tower's pride, 
Set b}^ his owü sad Hand when Marj' died. 
Thoügh basely btanded with a poachers name, 
Poof Joseph slurabers in a distant tomb ; 
Thotigh Joseph^s ^-idow died a dealh of shame, 
Still there was mercy in the old man*s doom I 
Büt now— ^ependence and disgrace arc coroe I 
"AJbeit,*' he sighs, ^'wll perish by tJiis blow, — 
Whcre m he?"— No reply* — '* And thall the throng 
Of f)diu|>en see my dattghter weekly go 

br parish alms ? No» Heav'n 1 I yet am strong ; 
Restore mf sight ! or I have lived too long/' 
•nie vain, vain wish, too mighty, leaves him faim ; 
His visage wan assüint^s a darkenlng hue i 
llie blind dog whines a melancholy platnt» 
And ghastly roll his eyes of pallid blue ; 
E'eii the hard bailiüs dread the icene to vicw, 
Lyre of the past ! O, att thou, then, unstning ? 
The boy resigns his gmndsire's finger cold ; 
A swect Word lingcrs on our father's longue^ 



Sio 



THE VILLACE PATRIARCH. 



*^ Man^ dear Maiy." — But the tale is lold ; 

VViih her whose virgin name was Mary Gokl, 

Ht^ hears, in heaVn, his swooning daughte 

shriek. 
And whiin the woodbine's cluster'd trumpet blon^ ; 
And when the pmk*s melodious hues shall si>eak. 
In unison of sweetness vnih the rose, 
Juining the song of ever>^ bird that knows 
How swcet it is of wedded love to sing^ 
And when the felis, fresh-bathed in azure air, 
\\'idc as the sutnmer da3^s all golden wing, 
Shall blush lo heav'n, that Nature is so fair^ 
And man condenm'd to labour, in despair ;<— 
rhcn, the gay gnat, that sports its little hour; 
l'hc l'alcon, wheelmg from the ancient wood; 
The redbfeast, fluitcring o'er its fragrjuit bower; 
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The Patriarch died I and they shall be no more. 

Yes, and the sailless worlds, which navigate 

Th* unutterable deep that hath no shore, (**) 

Will lose their starry splendour, soon or late ! 

Like tapers, quench'd by Him whose will is fate ! 

Yes, and the Angel of Etemity, 

\Vho numbers worlds, and writes their names in 

light, 
Ere long, O Earth, will look in vain for thee, 
And Start, and stop, in his unerring flight, 
And, with his wings of sorrow and affiight, 
Veil his impassion'd brow and heav'nly tears ! 
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NOTESl 



BOOK IL 



f/üAfr, tiiith mnsk rwtäi m p&tiy, 

Tö WO& ihtßüViftrwkmf wrg4 u wityj^d^. 

The fiower liere aUuded to is the Poljwnthü*, ** tht pooc msti^^ 
flow er," which nc^vEr deserts his garden. uiitil hope ha§ dcserted 
him. It is the Jacobin of tbe vegetable kiagdom: and whjcn ii is 
tr^nsplanted into the gardcns of ihe great, it loaea tf//it» worth. 
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what I have seen, I can believe. On the 26th day of January, 1827, 
I saw the wild honeysuckle in leaf, and the ha^l in flower ; and 
towards the close of the foUowing March, the wood-rose had kindled 
into füll verdure, and the elm, the poplar, the willow, the celandlne, 
the daisy, the windflower, and the primrose, were all in bloom ; 
while the adder, the lizard, and the sand-bee, were rejoidng in the 
sunbeams. 



BOOK X. 

(') Th unuiterahle deep that kath no shore. 

beyond the powen of the mind of any limitary being to 
conceive that Space ever had a beginning, er that it ever can have 
an end. 
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IN TWO PARTS. 



To Colonel THOMAS pKRONNEt THOMPSti?i» whot nei 

Bentimm, has by hia wridngs done raore good i&t mvokiiiil 
tkin any othcr man since Ad»m Smith, Cliis Poem is tlyuüUutly 
dedicatfd by tiiä htimble PüpIL 



Part I* 
THE WANDERER RETURNED, 
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Again I look on thee, thou loveliest stream ! 

And, seeming poor, am richer than I seem. 

Too long in woods the forest-Arab ran, 

A lonely, mateless, childless, homeless man ; 

Too long I paced the ocean and the wild — 

Clinging to Nature's breast, her petted child : 

But only plough'd the seas to sow the wind, 

And chased the sun to leave my soul behind. 

But when hot youth's and manhood's pulses cool'd, 

When pensive thought my failing spirit school'd — 

Lured by a vision which, where'er I rove. 

Still haunts me with the blush of earliest love — 

A vision, present still, by night, by day, 

Which not Niagara's roar could chase away — 

I left my palace, with its roof of sky, 

To look again on Hannah's face, and die, 

I saw, in thought, beyond the billow's roar, 

My mother's grave — and then my tears ran o'er I 

And then I wept for Hannah, wrong'd, yet true ! 

I could not — no — my wasted life renew ; 

But I could wiselier spend my wiser years. 

And mix a smile with sinking vigour's tears. 

II. 

Sweet Village I where my early days were pass'd ! 
Though parted long, we meet — we meet at last ! 
Like friends, embrown'd by many a sun and wind, 
Much changed in mien, but more in heart and mind. 
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Fair, after many years, thy fields appear, 

With joy beheld, but not without a tear. 

I met thy little river miles before 

I saw again my natal cottage door ; 

Unchanged as tnith, the river welcomed home 

The Wanderer of the sea*s heart-breaking foam ; 

But the changed cottage, like a time-tried friend, 

Smote on my heart-strings, at my joume/s end. 

For now no lilies bloom the door beside : 

The very houseleek on the roof hath died ; 

The window'd gable's ivy-bower is gone, 

The rose departed from the porch of stone ; 

The pink, the violet, have fled away, 

The polyanthus, and auricula ! 

And round my home, once bright with flowers, I 

found 
Not one square yard — one foot of garden ground. 



III. 

With gun in hand, and insolence of eye, 

A sun-bum*d menial, as I came, drew nigh ; 

By might empower'd small felons to deter, 

Constable, publican, and warrener. 

He met me, muttering — "I should know this tramp ;" 

He pass'd me, muttering "Vagabond" and "Scamp !" 

And, as a beadle eyes a thief, he cast 

A keen glance at the cottage, as he pass'd. 
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My brother dwelt within. Tis tnie, he took 

My offer'd hand, but froze me with a look 

So trouble-wom and lost, so hard yet dull, 

That I shrank from him, though my heart was füll ; 

I sought Society, but stood alone ; 

I came to meet a man, and found a stone ! 

His wife, in tatters, watch'd the fireless grate ; 

Three boys sat near her, all in fierce debate. 

And all in rags — but one constructing snares, 

With which, at night, to choke Lord Borough's hares. 

My sister, Rose, had parish-pay, they said, 

And Ann was sent abroad, and Jane was dead ; 

And these misfortunes laid my sire beside 

The mother, who in better days had died. 

Such welcome found the wanderer of the deep ! 

I h^d no words — I sobb'd, but could not weep. 

IV. 

Well, here I am, resolved to view the land — 
Inquire and ponder — hear and understand. 



The cucking-stool is gone, the Stocks remain — 
Why either or not both ? Ye Stocks, explain ! 
Changed scene ! Unchanged yon frosted tower 

remains ; 
Beneath the hill, it peers o'er vales and plains ; 
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And, like a patriarch of the olden time, 

Sees age around, but none like his sublime. 

Ere yon huge house, with jail-like frown, displaced 

The wild brier roses of the thymy waste, 

There, near the church, the Stocks, and cucking- 

stool, 
Abode the sovereign of the village school. 
A half-faced man, too timid for his trade, 
And paid as timid men are ever paid ; 
He taught twelve pupils for six pounds a-year, 
Made a consumption, and was buried here. 
None Said of him, he reap*d the crop he grew. 
And lived by teaching what he never knew. 
His school is gone — but still we have a school, 
Kept by an ignoramus — not a fool ; 
For o'er his mansion, written large, we see 
" Mister John Suckemwell's Academy;" 
A boarding-school, where gentlemen are taught 
To write fine copies, which the teacher ^Tote ! 
Behold the usher ! — I behold and start ! 
For in his face I read a broken heart. 
Servant of servants ! brow-beat by a knave ! 
Why for a coffin labour like a slave ? 
Better break granite on the King's highway 
Than eam, with Porson's powers, a pauper's pay ! 
Why die to live ? I know a wiser plan — 
An easier too — black shoes, and be a man ! 
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VI. 

Village ! thy butcher's son, the Steward now, 
Still bears the butcher on his burly brow. 
Oft with his sire he deigns to ride and stare ; 
And who like them, at market or at fair ? 
King of the Inn, he takes the highest place, 
And carves the goose, and grimly growls the grace. 
There, in the loud debate, with might — with might- 
Still speaks he last, and conquers still the right ; 
Red as a lobster, vicious as his horse, 
That, like its master, worships fraud and force ; 
And, if the stranger 'scape its kick or bite, 
I^wers its vex*d ears, and screams for very spite. 
" He hath enough, thank God, to wear and eat ; 
He gives no alms " — not e'en his putrid meat ; 
" But keeps his cab, whips beggars from his door, 
Votes for my Lord, and hates the ihankUss poor. " 



VII. 

Hail, Sister Hills, that from each other hide, 
With belts of evergreen, your mutual pride ! 
Here reigns, in placid splendour, Madam Grade. 
Whose husband nobly made a plum in trade ; 
And yonder glitters Rapinc's bilious slave, 
The lucky footman of a palaced knave ; 



f 
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Stem foe of leartiing, genius^ press, and pen, 

Who kuds all kws that min honest men. 

Sublime in Satrap-itnitating State, 

She for her daughter seeks a litled mate ; 

None other, not ü.n angel wing*d frora heav*n, 

Could woo, or ask to woo, and be rorgi\''n. 

TcM] oft, perhaps, she calls her neighbour *' Scrub !** 

Yet jcstly scorns the mean corruption-grub ; 

For raany a " ruptured Ogden " hath he lÄTong'd, 

Long gloating on the captive's chain prolong'd 

He hates and apes her pomp, wilh upstart haste ; 

But what in him is pride, in her is taste. 

She, queen-Uke, smiles; he, blustering, crams and 

treats. 
And weighs his greatness by the trout he eats. 
She never dogg'd a beggar from her lawn, 
And he would hang all dogs that will not fawn. 
Yet, Clerk of taxes, Magistrate, and Squire, 
Why to be Premier may not he aspire ? 
But what is he that haunts this upstart's door — 
Yon fat, good fellow, who detests the poor — 
Yon mass of meanness, baseness, grease, and 

bone — 
Yon jolly soul, that weighs just eighteen stone ? 
Unmatch'd in quibble, great in If and But, 
Sublime in cant, Superlative in smut ; 
He jests as none but British worthies can, 
Laughs at despair, spums, tramples fallen man. 
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CQndemni misfortune for iu wrongi and woe, 

And bida his victim ihank him for a blow, 

Swom fricnds are thcy, Scjuire Wooli>ack and Squire 

Brush ; 
One ts their creed— *' Impoverish ! torture 1 crush 1" 
Behold two models, tmexceird on earth, 
Of British wisdom, byaltyi and worth 1 



viiu 

Broad Becch I thj^self a grove I five hundred yean 
Speak in thy voicc of bj'gone hopes and fears ; 
And moumfuliy — how moymfully l—the brceie 
Sif ha through thy boughs, and teils of cottages 
Thatp happy once, bcneath thy shadow ga^j^ 
On poor men's fields, which {Mior men's catile graited f 
Now, whcre three cotters and thcir childreö dwell. 
The law)«:/« pomp alone is secn and feit ; 
Aod thc park^ntiance of his acres ihree 
Uncfops the ground which fed a family. 
W\ml then ? AU see he is a man af statin 
With his threc acrcs, and his park4ike gnte i 
Bcsidcs, in tiine, if times contmue dark, 
His neighbouf^s woes may buy his gate a park 
O, then, tct trade wcar chains, tliat loil may ftod 
No har^Tsts on thc ham*n sea and wind ; 
Nor gkan, at homc, thc ficlds of cvery lone, 
Hör make thc lalleys of all €li]xie& bis own ; 
voi* L V 
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But, Hnth the music of his hopeless sigh^ 


Charra the blind wonn that feeds on poverty 5 


Lo ; where ce abode, 


The pinfold, tirts the road I 


His ample a Eiple call'd. 


Is now with ition^walFd : 


Tbe humble *ech divine 


Makes six h ' human swine. 


Oh ! could [ lis house cantains^ 



What wretched remnants cram its broken panes, 

How would he swell with righteous rage, and ban 

Ice-hearted Law*s forced charity to man ! 

For warmer heart than his did never beat ! 

Duped by himself, yet hated he deceit ; 

And, pleased, he taught my boyhood how to draw 

The woe-marked cowslip, and the thrush-loved haw ; 

And how to make sweet pictures of wild flowers, 

CuU'd in lone lanes, when glow'd the sultry hours, 

Then press'd, and dried, and all on lawn dispread, 

To look as infants do, that smile when dead. 

LeamM he was : nor bird nor insect flew 

But he its leafy home and history knew ; 

Nor wild-flower deck'd the rock nor moss the well 

But he its name and qualities could teil. 

Yes, he was leamM — not with learning big, 

Like yon budge doctor of the whip and wig, 
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Who writes \n Latin, sudcs the sick sclect, 
S[)eak5 in tlie Babylon ish diaJcct, 
And drives his pair. Grcat tnao» m !— all who ihrive 
Are cured of colds and casli* by Doctor Drive 
Bebold hb mansion« soutJiward of the grgve, 
Com] >1t;te with coach^bouse — piggery— «Icov^e i 
And, mark I the eninince halb an air of staie — 
JM cofiscd ürom the lawycr s |mrk4ike gate ! 



Twn stoneihfows from the Hall of Docior I>rive, 

And from the ^illage Workhouse fowr or five* 

WTierc the swung Turkey» with its plumage rotigb, 

Welconics all loyal mcn who drink cnough^ 

The flying curatc lodges— 4oom'd to aay 

l'hpee wt^U'known sarmons eveiy Sabbath*day. 

Hii donkey» Üke a mt withotit a lall» 

Coit fifty Shillings, and o'er bill and dale 

Bears his lean mastcx, at a hunter's pac€| 

Duly AS com^ his weekly 5teeple<Jmse* 

The rcctor— a queer plural, one and thtee, 

Vet not quite singnlar In trilogy — 

\Vbo, foiTMW i&ys, is cousin to my Lord— 

Woald fnaiy him bettcti but hc can't a/Tord. 

He live^ ihey say, in London» and so fonh ; 

H\% country house is somewbere in ihe N<mh, 

Mine host much missed bim wboi he left the kidgc» 

For fewcf Warrants summon Jcm and Hodge. 

V 2 
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XI. 

Hail, ancient Inn ! once kept by Mai^garet Rose, 

Ere England's wrongs began, and laboufs woes ; 

Inn of the Happy Village ! where, of old, 

Before the bright yule log, my father told 

His well-known story of the wolf and child, 

While — ^not at him — ^the tickled youngsters smiled; 

And sturdy peasants, and the annual guest, 

Praised the stout ale, but thought their own was best. 

\Vhen Margaret reign'd, no wanderer pass'd thy door : 

Dame Margaretes heart feit ever for the poor ; 

And, well they knew, to homeless son or sire 

She ne'er denied a seat beside the fire, 

Nor cursed away the widow, stooping low 

Beneath the double weight of age and woe. 

But times are changed and alternd is the inn, 

For God is wroth, and Britain rife with sin. 

The village, happy once, is splendid now ! 

And at the Turkey reigns, with knotted brow, 

Stiff as a mile-stone, set up in his bar, 

Vice-regal Constable and Bailiff Marr, 

Who nods his "yes," and frowns his fatal "no." 

Woe to the scrimp that ventures near him, woe ! 

He, she, or it — " swag's nifle, skink, or truU," 

Shall find a bed, or Wakefield's gaol is füll ! 



TME SPLENDID VILLAGE, 



J»5 



CgitBi maOf John ^an j He shoots — or who eise 

may? 
He knows tny Lord, b loyal, and can pay. 
'Fhc poor aU hate him» fear him — all mve one ; 
Broad Jem» the poßcher, dreaded is by Johti. 
To duaw him dtink« oblects nor man nor maid ; 
The Croth is brought, Jem wtnks, and John is |>aid ; 
For John, who hates all [joachers^ likes poor Jem, 
While Jem, so kind to others, growls at him ; 
And whcn thcir ficrcc eyes mcet, ihe t&xniade sla%*e 
Quakcs in his inmost soul, if soul he have, 
Thinking of weasand sltt by laotem light, 
Or siug bang'd rhrough him at the dead of night, 
Vel great is he ♦ rieh, prudent, tried, and triie : 
He snores ai sermon in his curtam'd pew — 
He knows the Steward — he is known afar 
To tnagistiaDes and bums — great man^ John Mair 1 



Xll. 

Whcne yon red %Hlla ikres before the wood, 
The cöttage of my Hannah '§ father stood ; 
That woodbined catiage, girt with orch^u-d trecSf 
L^st left, and e^Hest found, by blrds and bees t 
And wherc the river winds, gnarrd oaks bciwcen, 
Sqtiatter'd his drake, and diving ducks werc seen ; 
While scooiing hares oft sought this suinmit bare, 
If lightning glinled through ihe glooming air* 
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But where dwells Hannah now? And wliere is he ? — 

Gone, like the home of her nativity. 

And what vain dame, and what suburban Thane, 

The site of H — — ^'" ^ — *"'"' ^nme profane? 

^Vho dash'd a the blossomy ridge ? 

From bank to the baby bridge, 

^\^lere the ht snty bullocks drew, 

Piank'd o'er 9 less, stenily grew, 

\Vhile plumy e waters dark, 

Sad for his fa his bark^ 

A World of n side 

Of tbat falPn Forest Kmg, to soothe Kis pride? 

What dandy Goth the heaven-made arch displaced, 

To show in painted spars his want of taste ? 

A mortgaged magnate and a sage is he : 

His maxims have a deep philosophy. 

" Hateful," he saith, " and vulgär is the flat, 

Who deigns to see a poor man touch his hat, 

Or serves a beggar, though her curtsey fall, 

Or of the rabble does not take the wall." 

Squire Grub is proud — for pride and meanness blamed, 

Yet poor as proud, and of his wants ashamed. 

Lo ! there he struts — the silk-legged King of Cant ! 

Who thanks the Bless^d powers for crime and want, 

Prays to his Demon of Despotie sway 

And hymns his God of Camage ! Let him pray ! 

Yes, pray for strength or weakness, to sustain 

The weight of scom that will crush in his brain, 
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Ere from the Workhouse, like a ghost, he go 
To mate with madmen^ in their den of woe, 
And teil them that he is not poor — not he ; — 
But lord of vast estates — in Chancery ! 



XIII. 

Path of the quiet fields ! that oft of yore 
Call'd me at mom, on Shenstone's page to pore : 
O poor man's footpath ! where, at evening's dose, 
He stoop'd, to pluck the woodbine and the rose, 
Shaking the dew-drops from the wild-brier bowers, 
That stoop'd beneath their load of summer flowers, 
Then eyed the west, still bright with fading flame, 
As whistling homeward by the wood he came ; 
Sweet, dewy, sunny, flowery footpath, thou 
Art gone for ever, like the poor man's cow ! 
No more the wandering townsman's Sabbath smile — 
No more the hedger, waiting on the Stile 
For tardy Jane — ^no more the muttering bard, 
Startling the heifer, near the lone farm-yard — 
No more the pious youth, with book in band, 
Spelling the words he fain would understand, 
Shall bless thy mazes, when the village bell 
Sounds o'er the river, soften'd up the dell : 
But from the parlour of the loyal inn, 
The Great Unpaid, who cannot err nor sin, 
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Shal % well-pleased, the pomp of La^yer Ridge, 
And pc »r Squire Gnib*s starved maidsj and dandf 

bridge» 
Where youngling fishers, in the grassy lane, 
Purloin'd tl brood~mare*s mane — 

And truant v ir's brink, 

Caught the it stoop'd to drink — 

Or with the p^ous play'd, 

Or scared tl -beird shade. 



Churl Jem i why dost thou thrust me from the wall ? 
I hack no cab, I sham no servant's hall : 
Coarse is my coat : — how have I eam'd thy curse ? 
Suspectest thou there's money in my purse ? 
I Said, " Good day, sir," and I touch'd my hat : 
Art thou, then, vulgär, as the Sage is flat? 
Alas ! that Sage sees not in thy fierce eyes 
Fire-flooded towers, and pride, that shrieks and dies ; 
The red-foam'd deluge, and the sea-wide tomb ; 
The arm of vengeance, and the brow of doom ; 
The grin of millions o'er the shock of all — 
A people's wreck, an empire^s funeral ! 
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Part II. 

THE WANDERER DEPARTED. 

I. 
Dear Village! changed — how changed from whal 

thou wert ! 
Thy good to bane thy beggar-kings convert 
They say that, discontented with our lot, 
We envy wealth, because we have it not ; 
That, could we call yon glowing pile our own, 
No wight alive would hear our tuneful groan. 
They ask why writhes the serpent on our brow ? 
When prosper'd England as she prospers now ? 
They err. We envy not the pomp we see, 
But hate that wealth which makes our poverty. 
If talent thrive, and enterprise prevail, 
Restore to rustic toil his beef and ale ; 
Be few, or many, splendid, as they can, 
But let not misery make a fiend of man ! 

II. 
Yes, splendid mansions now these shades adom, 
But wretched children in these huts are bom ! 



i 




11 the heirs of unremitting toil, 
Whti mt not in hope, a teeming soü, 

Whiie ünn's hordes contest with them the plaiti. 
And comp ^tition loVis the price of pain. 
What tho ' lofty roofs uprear, 

If humblt lisappear? 

baneful a| rUttets o'er 
What may h< no more ! 
As beacons i ountain's brow, 
Shimmer o'e. h plague, below, 
\Vhere he eiy fearless faoe^ 
And in the nioctuna ^* l^ was grace — 

1 lock on pomp, that apes a bloated crew, 
While beggar'd millions hate the biggen*d few. 
Like rocks of ice our fatal wealth is found ; 

Not like the sea that spreads those rocks around : 
Hark ! o'er their peaks a wild and bird-like wail 
Teils of approaching thunder, fire, and hail ! 
Lo ! at their feet, while cold and bright they sleep, 
Mines hunger's fathomless and boundless deep ! 

III. 

Feast of the Village ! — yearly held, when June 
Säte with the rose, to hear the goldspink's tiine, 
And lovers, happy as the warbling bird, 
Breathed r^ptures sweeter than the songs they heard, 
Stealing through lanes, sun-bright with dewy broom, 
By fragrant hedge-rows, sheeted o'er with bloom ; — 
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Feast of the Happy Village S where att thou ? 
Pshaw ! thou wast vnilgar — we are splendid now. 
Yet» poor man^s pudding % — rieh wiih spicy cnimbs, 
And tiers of curnrnts^ thick as both my thumbs — 
Where art thou, festal pudding of our sires ? 
Gone, to feed fat the heirs of thieves and liars ; 
Gone, to oppress tbe T*^tong'd, the true, the bmve, 
Andf Wide and deep, dig Poland*s second grave ; 
Gone, like the harvest piej a buUocJt's load» 
Four feet across, with cnist sbt inches broad ; 
Gone, like poor England 's Satmp-swaUoVd störe; 
Gerne» as her trade will go, to come no morc ! 
Well, let it go, and with ii the glad hours 
Tlial yearfy o'cr kind hearts shed cot tage flowers^ 
Kor sistei^' daughters now, nor sons of sons, 
Shall seek the bridgei whete still the river runs^ 
And bless the roof where busy hands preparcd 
The festal plenty which their fathers nhared ; 
Whcn, round their grandsire met, his numerous 

tacc 
Beheld their children's childfen in hii face; 
Saw in his eyes the light of suns gone dawa^ 
And hoped they saw in his white locks their owtu 
No more, no more, beneath his smilc serene, 
The generations shall in joy convene, 
AU eager to obey the annual call. 
And twaog the chord of love that bound tliem all. 
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IV. 

Whcn daisies blush, and wind^owers wet with dew ; 

\Vhen shady lanes with hyaciiiths aie blue ; 

When the elm blossoms o*er the brooding blrd, 

And, wild and wide, the plover's wail b heard 

Where melts the mist on moimtains far away, 

Till mom is kindled ijito brightest day j 

No more the shouting youngsters shall convenc» 

To play at leap-frog on the vükge-green, 

While lasses ripening into love, admire, 

And youth*s first rapturcs cheer ihe gazing sure^ 

The Green is gone ! and harren spien douTs gleaiBi 

Where hiss'd the gander at the passing team, 

And the gay traveüer from the city pralsed 

The poor man's co%% and, weary, stopp*d and gaxed. 
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But toird and faded silently, and stood 

Alike unnoticed by the bad and good, 

Dropping meek tears into the sea of days, 

like a pale flower, that, all unseen, displays 

Its pensive beauty on a river's brink ; 

While overhead the stars rush wild and wink ; 

And shadows, cast on earth at night's bright noon, 

Move with the clouds, that chase the fuU-orb'd 

moon. 
Oh, happy ! with her own proud crust supplied, 
In her own bed, a Britoness she died ! 
In her own shroud her modest State she keeps ! 
In her own cofiin, gloriously, she sleeps ! 
Not thus the brother of her soul would die ; 
O'er him, poor pauper, none will heave a sigh ; 
No windflower, emblem of his youth, be laid 
To blush for promise in its bloom deca/d ; 
Nor, emblem of his age, and hopeless pain, 
The dismal daisy of sad autumn's wane : 
But Workhouse idiots, and the limping slave, 
In four rough boards shall bear him to his grave. 



VI. 

Where is the Common, once with blessings rieh — 
The poor man's Common ? — like the poor man's flitch 
And well-fed ham, which erst his means allow'd, 
Tis gone to bloat the idle and the proud ! 
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To raise high rents t and Iower low profits !■ — ^0> 
To-morrow of the furies t thou art slow ; 
Eut whe^e, ihou tax*plough*d waste, is now the hind 
Who \tz 'd on his own strenerth, his heart and mind ? 



Where is ti 
Their sheep- 
Their stratti 
Their glowi 
The chubbv 
And share« 
The bloomi 



hnsy brow ? 

and their famous cow? 

1 hh many queeos ? 

rinter greens ? 

hem with his loolC:, 

the home-bred rook ? 

d the snow-white pail, 



Then waked witn juj uic t^-.x^'SS of the vale^ 

And, laden homewards, near the sparkling rill, 

Cropp'd the first rose that blush*d beneath the hill ? 

All vanish'd — with their rights, their hopes, their lands ; 

The shoulder-shaking grasp of hearts and hands ; 

The good old joke, applauded still as new ; 

The wondrous printed tale, which must be true ; 

And the stout ale, that show'd the matron*s skill, 

For, not to be improved, it mended still ! 

Now, lo ! the young look base, as greybeard guile l 

The very children seem afraid to smile, 

But not afraid to scowl, with early hate, 

At would-be greatness, or the greedy great ; 

For they who fling the poor man*s worth away, 

Root out security, and plant dismay. 

Law of the lawless ! hast thou conquer*d Heav*n ? 

Then shall the worm that dies not be forgiven. 
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VII. 

But yonder stalks the greatest man alive ! 
One üarmer prospers now, where prosper'd five ! 
Ah! where are they? — ^wives, husbands, children — 

where? — 
Two died in jail, and one is dying there ; 
One broken-hearted, fills a rural grave ; 
And one still lives, a pauper and a slave. 
\Vhere are their children? — Some, beyond the main, 
Convicts for crime ; some, here, in hopeless pain, 
Poor Wanderers, blue with want ; and some are dead ; 
And some, in towns, eam deathily their bread. 
All rogues, they died, or fail'd — twas no great härm ; 
Why ask who fails, if Jolter gets a farm ? 
Füll well thrives he — the man is not a fool, 
Albeit a tyrant, and his landlord's tool 
He courses ; he affords, and can afibrd, 
To keep his blood, and fox-hunt with my Lord. 
He dwells where dwelt the knight, for greyhounds 

famed, 
Who also with his Satrap coursed and gamed ; 
The last of all the little landed Thanes, 
\Vhose acres bound his Lordship's wide domains. 

VIII. 

Oh, happy, if they knew their bliss, are they 
\Vho, poor themselves, unbounded wealth survey ; 
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Who nor in ships, nor cabs, nor chaiiots go^ 

To view tlie miracles of art below ; 

But, near their homes, behold august abodes, 

That Hlr -^- — " — -^ all tbe gods l 

t !3 kneel in pm/r 

At sr \^ God4ike powers aie 

ther 
Powers tha lo treasures w^iste, 

Nor build ] th like brick at taste, 

Where lal ' twice a groat, 

The half-ar h and thaught : 

But pour profusion from a golden band, 
To deck with Grecian forms a Gothic land. 
Hence, yeoman, hence ! — thy grandsire*s land resign ; 
Yield, peasant, to my Lord and power divine ! 
Thy grange is gone, your cluster'd hovels fall ; 
Proud domes expand, the park extends its wall ; 
Then kenneis rise, the massive Tuscan grows ; 
And dogs sublime, like couchant kings, repose I 
Lo ! " still-all-Greek-and-glorious " Art is here ! 
Behold the pagod of a British peer ! 
Admire, ye proud ! and clap your hands, ye poor ! 
The father of this kingling was a boor ! 
Not Ispahan, nor Stamboul — though their thrones 
Make Satraps out of dead-men's blood and bones, 
And play at death, as God-like power will play — 
Can match free Britain's ancients of to-day. 
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IX. 

But me nor palaces nor Satraps please ; 

I love to look on happy cottages.; 

The gems I seek are seen in Virtue's eye ; 

These gauds disgust me, and I pass them by. 

Show me a home like that I knew of old, 

£re heads grew hot with pride, and bosoms cold ; 

Some frank good deeds, which simple truth may 

praise, 
Some moral grace, on which the heart may gaze, 
Some little hopes that give to toil its zest, 
The equal rights that make the labourer blest, 
The smile in which etemal love we scan, 
And thank his Maker while we look on man. 



I dream'd last night of forests and the sea ! 
My long-lost Hannah ! lives she still for me ? 
Is she a matron, loved by him she loves ? 
A mother, whom patemal Heav'n approves ? 
Perchance a widow ? Nay, I would not wed 
The widow of my rival's happier bed 
Nor come I to oppress her with my gaze, 
Or bring disgrace upon her latter days. 
Forgotten now, perchance, though once too dear, 
I yet will sojoum near her — oh, not here ! 
VOL. L z 
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For thou, sweet Village l proud in thy decline, 
Art too, too splendid for a heart like mine l 
In England, then^ can no green spot be found 
VVhere men remain whose s^tnpathies are souod ? 
There would I dwell; and, wandering thcoce, cintw] 

nigh 
Her envied home — but noi to mcet her eye : 
Perchance to see her shadow, or again 
Hear her soft voice, with sadly^pleasing paia. 



XL 

I dreanVd I saw her, heard her — but she fled ! 
In vain I seek her— is she with the dead ? 
No meek blue eye, Uke hers, hath tum'd lo mc. 
And dctgn^d to know the pilgrim o( the sea. 
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XII. 

I sought the churchyard where the lifeless lie, 
And envied them — they rest so peacefully ! 
" No wretch comes here, at dead of night," I said, 
** To drag the weary from his hard-eara*d bed ; 
No schoolboys here with moumful relics play, 
And kick * the dorne of thought' o'er common clay ; 
No city cur snarls here o'er dead-men*s bones ; 
No sordid üend removes memorial stones : 
The dead have here what to the dead belongs, 
Though legislation makes not laws, but wrongls." 
I sought a letter*d stone, on which my tears 
Had fairn like thunder-rain, in other years ; 
My mother's grave I sought, in my despair, 
But found it not ! — Our gravestone was not there I 
No, we were fallen men, mere Workhouse slaves — 
And how could fallen men have names or graves ? 
I thought of sorrow in the ^ildemess, 
And death in solitude, and pitiless 
Interment in the tiger's hideous maw ; 
I pra/d ; and, praying, tum'd from all I saw. 
My prayers were curses I — But the sexton came : 
How my heart yeam'd to name roy Hannah's name f 
Wliite was his hair, for füll of days was he ; 
He walk'd o*er tombstones, like their history. 
With well-feign*d carelessness I raised a spade, 
Left near a grave, which seem'd but newly made, 

z 2 
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And ask*d who slept below ? " You knew him well,"' 

The old man answer'd, " sir, his name was BelL 

He had a sister — she, alas ! is gone, 

Body and soul, sir ! for she married one 

Unworthy of her. Many a corpse he took 

From this churchyard." And then his head he shook, 

And utter'd — ^whispering low, as if in fear 

That the old stones and senseless dead would hear — 

A Word — a verb, a noun — ^too widely famed, 

Which makes me blush to hear my country named. 

That word he utter'd gazing on my face, 

As if he loathed my thoughts, then paused a space. 

" Sir," he resumed, " a sad death Hannah died ; 

Her husband kilFd her, or his own son lied. 

Vain is your voyage o'er the briny wave, 

If here you seek her grave — she had no grave ! 

The terror-stricken murderer fled before 

His crime was known, and ne*er was heard of more. 

The poor boy died, sir, uttering fearful cries 

In his last dreams, and with his glaring eyes, 

And troubled hands, seem'd acting, as it were, 

His mother's fate. Yes, sir, his grave is there. 

But you are ill ? Your looks make me afraid — 

My God ! how frightfully he shakes the spade ! " 

XIII. 

Oh, welcome once again black ocean's foam ! 
England ! can this be England ? — this my home ? 
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This country of ihc crime without a namc* 

And men who know nor niercy, hape, nor shame ? 

Light I that cheeT*st atj life, froin sky to sky^ 
As ^ith a hymn, to which the stars reply i 
Caost thou behold this land, O holy Ughl t 
And not tum black witb horror at the sight ? 
FaH'n country of my fathers ! falf-n and fuul ! 
Thy body still is here» but where the soul ? 

1 look upon a corpse — 'tis putrid clay — 

,\jid fiends |>ossess iL Vampires, quil your prey l 

Or vainly tremble, when the dcad arise, 

Clarion 'd to vengeance by shriek-shaken skies. 

And cninch your hearts, and drink your blood for alc l 

Then eat each other, tili the banquet fail 1 

|0 thou dark tower that look'st o'er ancient woods 

',To see the tfee of fire put forth k& huds l 

Ban^nial Keep ! whosc ruins, iv^-gmwn, 

The time touch'd ash mi stak es for Itving itooe, 

Gntsping them with his writhen roots« and last 

Binding the present with the fadcd jjiasl ! 

\Vhik, cropp'd with every crime, the tax-plough'd intK>r, 

And fciotpaths siolen frora tlie tmmpled poor. 

And commonsj sown with ctirses loud and decp, 

Prodaim a harvesi» which the rieh shall teap — 

Call up the iron men vi Runnymead, 

And bid Üiem look on lords, whom {leasants (etd l 

Then — ^when the worm slinks down ai naturc^s gro:m, 

And i^nih the Uirieking heav'ns thy dungeons moan — 
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O'er the loud fall of greatness, mis€ty fed, 
Let their fierce laugh awake their vassals deadj 
The shaft-famed men, whom yet tradition sings, 
Who sen-ed, b"*" ^^^ ^^*^ ^^^'^^ the fear*d of kings, 
To join the V nd i*ilder yeU, 

\Vhile Englaiii den " and a hell* 



Again üpon tl i swmg \ 

The bou: ike the wing 

Of the stnicK I dart, 

Bearing afar the arrow m my neart 

For thou art with me, though I see no more 

Thee, stream-loved England ! Thy impatient shore 

Hath sunk beneath me — miles, a thousand miles ; 

Yet, in my heart, thy verdant Eden smiles. 

Land where my Hannah died, and hath no tomb ! 

Still in my soul thy dewy roses bloom. 

E'en in Niagara's roar, remembrance still 

Shall hear thy throstle, o'er the lucid rill, 

At lucid eve — thy bee, at stillest noon ; 

And, when clouds chase the heart-awaking moon, 

The mocking-bird, where Erie's waters swell, 

Shall sing of fountain'd vales and philomel ; 

To my sick soul bring over worids of waves, 

Dew-glistening Albion's woods, and dripping caves ; 

But — ^dth her linnet, redbreast, lark, and wren — 

Her blasted homes and much-enduring men ! 
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Throügh realms of ice my joumey lay, beneath , 

The wafhire of two pinions black and vast, 
That shook o'er boundless snows the dust of death, 

While overhead, thick starless Midnight cast 

Gloom on sad forms, that ever onward pass'd. 
But whither pass'd they ? O Etemity, 

Thou answerest not ! Yet still thy sable wings — 
Silently, silently, how silently I — 

Are sweeping worlds away, with all their Kings. 

And still I wander'd with forgotten things, 
In pilgrimage with Death, an age-long day, 

A year of anxious ages — so methought — 
Till rose a living world in moraing grey, 

And light seem'd bom of darkness— light which 
brought 

Before my soul the coasts of land remote. 
" Hail, holy light, offspring of Heav'n, first-born, 

Or of the etemal, coetemal beam 1 " 
Through worlds of darkness led, and travel-wom, 
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Again I feit thy glowing, brightening gleam ; 
Again I greeted thine " ethereal stream," 
And bless'd the fountain whence thy glories flow. 



II. 

I waked not then, methought, but wander'd slow, 

Where dwell the great, whom death hath freed from 
pain. 
Trembling, I gazed on Hampden's thoughtful brow, 

While Strafford smiled upon me in disdain. 

And tum'd away from Hutchison and Vane. 
There some whom criminals disdain'd ; and all 

Who, battling for the right, had nobly died ; 
And some whom justest men deem'd criminal, 

Wond*ring, I saw — ^the flatter'd, the belied ! 

And Muir and Saville, Walking side by side I 
They wept — e'en Strafford melted, when I told 

Of Britain*s woes — of toil that eam'd not bread, 
And hands that found not work ; but Fairfax scowrd, 

While Cromwell laugh'd, and RusselFs check grew 
red, 

When, pale, I spake of Satraps bread-tax-fed. 
Lo ! as I ceased, from earth a Stranger came, 

With hurried Step — sl presence heavenly fair ! 
Yet grief, and anger, pride, contempt, and shame 

Were strangely mingled in his troubled stare ! 

And thus he spoke, with timid haught}' air, 
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To Russell, Fairfax, in tones low but sweet : — 
" I, too, am noble. England's magnates rank 

Me with themsehres ; and when, beneath their feet 
Fate's low-bom despot, hope-deserted, sank ; 
When torrid noon his sweat of Horror drank, 

I join'd his name for ever with my own ! " 



III. 

Hirn then to answer, one who säte alone, 
Like a maim'd Hon, mateless in His lair, 

Rose from his savage coucH of barren stone. 
His kingly features wither'd by despair, 
And heart-wom tili the tortured nerve was bare : 

With looks that seem'd to scom e'en scom of less t 
Than demigods, the Army-Scatterer came — 

An awful shadow of the mightiness 

That once was his ; the gloom, but not the flame 
Of waning storms, when winds and seas grow 
tarne. 

The stranger, shrinking from the warrior's eye, 
On his own hands his beauteous visage bow'd, 

Sobbing ; but soon he raised it moumfully, 
And met th' accusing look, and on the crowd 
Smiled, while the stem accuser spake aloud. 
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IV. 

" Yet, Lordling,* though * but yesterday a King, 

Throneless, I died,' yet nations sobb'd my knell ! 
And still I live, and reign, no nameless thing ! 

I feil, 'tis tnie— I failed ; and thou canst teil 

That any wretch alive may say I feil, 
Of worth convicted, and the glorious sin 

That wreck'd the angels, now I owe and pay, 
To wealth and power's pretended Jacobin, 

Scom for thy glory, laughter for the lay 

That won the flatteries of an abject day. 
When Meanness taught her helots to be proud, 

Because the breaker of their bonds was gone, 
Didst thou too join, magnanimous and loud, 

The yell of millions o'er the prostrate one ? 

What cat out-mew'd the Cat of Helicon ? 
Yes, thou didst soothe my sorrows with an ode, 

When stunn'd I lay beneath Destruction's wing, 
And realms embattled o*er their conqueror rode. 

Yes, when a world combined with fate to fling 

A cruel sunshine on each vulgär King ; 
When fairn, deserted, blasted, and alone, 
Silent he press'd his bed of buming stone, 

* If it be objected to these lines that the great bard is dead, so, I 
answer, is also the great warrior; and he who has honest and usefiil 
thoughts to express of either, or both of them, should do his duty 
Briton-like. 
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Wliat caitiJf aim'd M his iublime despolr, 

Th* imraortal shaft that pierced Prometheus there ? 
Cat, and not vultuie ! couldst not tbou refndn» 

The kureaie vile of vilcr ihtng^ to be ? 
Vfhen * Timour's Captive's ' cage was rock and nrntt, 

What WAS * proüd Austria's moumrul flower ' to thee, 

Tho« souUess torturcr of Captivity ? 
And «hat to thee, mean Honiager of Thrones, 

The sleeple^s pang that stung htm dll he died ? 
Toittiried, he iJcrish'd — but who heard hU gfoam ? 

Chain'd ihrough the soul, the * throndcss homicidc ' 

Manded his agony in stoic pnde. 
WTiile soiils guilt-clotted watch'di with others' eyes. 

And from aßu, i*iih others* feet repaifd 
To count and weigh, and quaff his agonics — 

Uke Phidiaii marble he endured, and dartd 

The Uni%Trse to shake what Faie had sp^^ 
How fare ihc lands he loved, and fought to save ? 

O Hun and Goth ! youi new-bom hope is gone ! 
Thou, Iialy, an Gloiy's spacious giave, 

Throuj^h which tJie stream of my renoiMi flows on — 

Likc thine Euphratcs, mm*d Babybn ! 
What gain'd my g^olere by my wrongs and fall ? 

Laws |>rakcd in hell — not Dmco's laws, but won*<. 
A mournful page, which htstor>' writes in gall ; 

A table with out food^ — an empty puise ; 

A namc, bccome a by word find a curse, 
Cycr c«ry sca, to warn all nations» bomt I " 
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Was it the brightening gleam of heavenly mom, 
Beneath the shadow of bis godlike brow? 

Or, did a tear of grief, and rage, and scom. 
Down bis sad cbeek of pride and trouble flow ? 
He feit upon bis cbeek tb' indignant glow, 

But sbed no tear, not e'en a buming tear. 
Tbe fire of sorrow in bis bosom pent. 

He gazed on Milton, witb an eye severe, 
On tranquil Pym a look of stemness bent, 
Then, smiling on the humbled stranger, went 

To laugh with Oesar tasking Hannibal. 
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To that true Christian and Patriot, the Reverend Henry Wright- 
SON, this Poem is dedicated by the Author. 

Grief, sages teil us, hath a drooping wing, 
And loves to perch upon the shaken mind, 
To which she sings notes like the muttering 
Of wintry rivers in the wintry wind, 
Till health flies wing'd away and leaves behind 
Shadows, illusions, dreams, and worse than dreams. 
But Alfred dreams not — he is wide awake ! 
Light is around him, and the chime of streams ; 
Bees hum o'er sallows yet ; and in the brake, 
Coil'd like a chain of amethyst, the snake 
Basks on the bank, above the streamlef s flow. 
Oh, there are beauteous plumes, and many a bill, 
And life, and love, beneath the iv/s bough ! 
The swallow dips his purple in the rill, 
The lark sings in the cloud, and from the hiU 
The blackbird^s song replies. But Alfred's ear, 
Nor splashing swallow hears, nor humming bee, 
Nor warbling ku-k, nor ivy shaken near 
By brooding thrush, nor breeze-bom melody 
Of chiming streams. He listens moumfully 
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To accents which the earth shall hear no more ! 
What art thou, Mind, that mirror'st things unseen, 
Giv'st to the dead the smiles which erst they wore, 
And lift'st the veil which fate hath cast between 
Thee and the forms which are not, but have been ? 
What art thou, conscious power, that hear'st the mute, 
And feel'st th' impalpable? Thy magic brings 
Back to our hearts the warbHngs of the lute, 
Which long had slept with unexisting things ! 
And shall we stand, doubting immortal wings, 
In presence of the angels ? Ask the worm. 
And she will bid thee doubt ; yet she is meek, 
And mse — for when earth shakes, she shuns thy form, 
But never saw the moming on thy cheek, 
The blue heav'n in thine eye, the lightning break 
In laughter from thy lips. So she denies 
That colours are, even while the fragrant thom 
Blossoms above her ! Weight, and shape, and size, 
She says, are real ; but she laughs to scom 
The gorgeous rainbow, and the blushing mom, 
And can disprove the glory of the rose ! — 
Yet doth she err ; our limbless sister errs ; 
For on thy cheek, O Man ! the moming glows, 
And fair is heaven's bright bow. The wayside furze 
Discredits her ; the humblest weed that stirs 
Its small green leaves, can undemonstrate all 
Her proofs triumphant, that celestial light 
Shines not at noon. But though the sunflower tall, 
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And tiniest moss are clad in liveries bright, 

Never, to her, can'st thou disprove the night, 

The starless night, in which she hath her home ! 

Then, marvel not, if death-bless'd spirits free 

Wander, at times, beneath this heavenly dorne, 

On wings too bright for mortal eyes to see ; 

While, unperceived by them, as both by thee, 

Forms, more seraphic still, around us fly, 

And stoop to them and thee, with looks of love ; 

Or vainly strain the archangelic eye, 

To gaze on holier forms above, above, 

That round the throne of heaven*s Almighty move. 

O look on Alfred ! — look ! the man is blind ! 

She whom he loved sleeps in her winding-sheet, 

Yet he beholds her with the eyes of mind I 

He sees the form which he no more shall meet, 

But cannot see the primrose at his feet ! 

They mingle tears with tears, and sighs with sighs, 

And sobs with sobs, but words, long time, have none ; 

She looks her soul into his sightless eyes. 

And, like a passionate thought, is come and gone, 

VVhile at his feet, unheard, the bright rill babbles on ! 
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Well, gaze thou on the hüls, and hedge-side flowers I 
But blind old Andrew will with me repair 
To yonder massive pile, where useful powers, 
Toiling unconsciously, aloud declare 
That man, too, and his works, are grand and fair. 
Son of the far-famed self-taught engineer, 
Whose deeds were marvels in the bygone days ! 
111 it becomes thee, with ungrateful sneer, 
The trade-fed town and townsmen to dispraise. 
Why rail at Traffic's wheels, and crowded ways ? 
. Trade makes thee rieh ; then, William, murmur not 
Though Trade's black vapours ever round thee rise. 
Trade makes thee sage ; lo ! thou read'st Locke and 

Scott ! 
While the poor rustic, beast-like, lives and dies, 
Blind to the page of priceless mysteries ! 



I 
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"Fair is the bow that spans the shower," thou 

sa/st, 
" But all unlovely, as an eyeless skull, 
Is man's black Workshop in the streeted waste." 
And can the cit/s smoke be worse than dull, 
If Martin found it more than beautiful ? 
Did he, did Martin steal immortal hues 
From London's cloud, or Carron's gloomy glare — 
Light-darken'd shadows, such as Milton's muse 
Cast o'er th' Etemal — and shalt thou despair 
To find, where man is found, the grand and fair ? 
Can'st thou love Nature, and not love the sound 
Of cheerful kibour? He who loathes the crew 
To whose hard hands the toiling oar is bound, 
Is dark of spirit, bilious as his hue. 
And bread-tax-dyed in Tory lust's true blue. 
" Thou loVst the woods, the rocks, the quiet 

fields!" 
But teil me, if thou can'st, enthusiast wan ! 
Why the broad town to thee no gladness yields ? 
If thou lov*st Nature sympathize with man ; 
For he and his are parts of Nature's plan. 
But can'st thou love her if she love not thee ? 
She will be wholly loved, or not at all. 
Thou lov*st her streams, her flowers; thou lov'st 

to see 
The gorgeous halcyon strike the bulrush tall 
Thou lov'st to feel the veil of evening fall, 
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Like gantlest slumber, oo a happy bride ; 

For these are Natureis 1 Art not thou hers too ? 

A i>ortion of her pageantry and pride ; 

In all thy passions, all thou seek'sl to do, 

And all thou dost ? The earth-wonn is allied 

To God, and will not have her Claims denied^ 

Though thou disown her fellow-worm, and scorn 

The lowly beauty of his toil and care. 

'* Sweet is the whisper of the breezy raom 

To waking streams." And halb the useful shafe 

No splendour? Doth the tütet^s cottage wear 

No smiles for thee ? " Haw beauteous are the dycs 

That grove and hedgerow from their pliitnage shakc I** 

And cannot the loud hammer, ivhich supplies 

Food for the bkcksmith's rosy children, make 

Sweet music to thy heart ? *' Behold ihe snake 

Coiirh'd €>n \t^ Kf>d nf hftims/' Th** *ir^lv wnrvn 
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Watt ! and his million-feeding enginery ! 
Steam-mirades of demi-deity 1 
Thou can*st not see, unnumber'd chimneys o*er, 
From chimneys tall the smoky cloud aspire ; 
But thou can'st hear the unwearied crash and roar 
Of iron powers, that, urged by restless fire, 
Toil ceaseless, day and night, yet never tire, 
Or say to greedy man, " Thou dost amiss." 



III. 

Oh, there is glorious harmony in this 
Tempestuous music of the giant, Steam, 
Commingling growl« and roar, and stamp, and hiss, 
With flame and darkness ! Like a Cyclop's dream, 
It stuns our wondering souls, that Start and scream 
With joy and terror ; while, like gold on snow 
Is moming's beam on Andrew's hoary hair ! 
Like gold on pearl is moming on his brow ! 
His hat is in his hand, his head is bare ; 
And, rolling wide his sightless eyes, he Stands 
Before this metal god, that yet shall chase 
The tyrant idols of remotest kinds, 
Preach science to the desert, and efface 
The barren curse from every pathless place 
Where virtues have not yet atoned for crimes. 
He loves the thunder of machinery ! 
It b beneficent thunder, though, at times, 

A A 2 
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Like heaven*s red bolt, it lightens iktally. 

Poor blind old amn ! what would he give to see 

This bloodless Waterloo 1 this hell of wheels ; 

l'hts dreadful speed, that seenis to sleep and snore; 

And dream of eanhquaJte I In his brain he feeb 

l'he mighty ann of mist, that shakes the shore 

Alo ng the tbrong'd canal, in ceaseless roar 

ürging the heavy forge, the clanking mill, 

The rapid tiU, and scr^ming, spajkling srone. 

Is this the spot where stoop'd the ash^rown'd 

hin 
To meet the vale, when bee-lovcd banks, o'ergtöwn 
With broom and woodbine, heard the cushat lonc 
Coo for her absent love ?— Oh» ne'er again 
Will Andrew pluck the frecklcd fojcglove here l 
How likt; a monster, with a league-long fnanef 
Or Tiian's rpcketj in itü high cm^^er. 
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His powers for many an age. A poor man's boy 

Constructed these grand works ! Lo ! like the sun, 

Shines knowledge now on all 1 He thinks with joy 

Of that futurity which is begun — 

Of that great victory which shall be won 

By Truth o'er Falsehood ; and already feels 

Earth shaken by the conflict But a low 

Deep sigh escapes him ; sadness o'er him steals, 

Shading his noble heart with selfish woe ; 

Yes, Envy clouds his melancholy brow. 

What ! shall the good old times, in aught of good, 

Yield to the days of cant and parish pay, 

The sister-growth of twenty years of blood ? 

His ancicnt üarne, hc feels, is past away ; 

He is no more the wonder of his day — 

The far-praised, self-taught, matchless engineer \ 



But he is still the mxm who planted here 

The first steam-engine seen in all the shire — 

LAUgh'd at by many an Eldon far and near — 

While sundry sage Newcastles, in their ire, 

Swore that a roasting in his boiler fire 

Would best re^-ard the maker. Round his form 

The spirit of the Moors wrapp'd fold on fold 

Of thundrous gloom, and flash'd th' indignant storm 

From his dilating eyes, when first uproird 

The volumed smoke, that, like a prophet, told 
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Of Horrors yet to come. His angry scowl 

Cast night at noon o*er Rivelin and Don, 

And scared o'er Loxle/s Springs the screaming fowl ; 

For rill and river listen'd, every one, 

W'lien the old Tory put his darkness on. 

r ull soon his deep and hoUow voice forth brake, 

Cursing the tilting, tipling, stränge machine; 

And then the lightning of his laughter spake, 

Calling the thing a " Whimsy."* To this day 

A " Whimsy" it is calFd, wherever seen; 

And strangers, travelling by the mail, may see 

Ihe coal-devouring monster, as he rides, 

And wonder what the uncouth beast may be 

That canters, like a horse with wooden sides, 

And lifts his food from depths where night presides, 

With winking taper, o'er the in-back*d slave, 
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But coüld poor Andrew's ** Whimsy " boast an arm, 
A back like these ? Upstart of Yesterday 1 
Thou doublcr of the rent of every farm, 
From John o' Groat's to Comwairs farthest bay ! 
Engt 1^6 of VVati I unnvaird is thy sway. 
Cotnpared with Uune^ what ia the tyrant's power ? 
HU might destroys^ while thine creates and saves, 
Thy tniimphs live and grow, likc fruit and flower ; 
But bis are writ in blood, and read on giaves I 
Lei him yoke all bis regimenied slaves, 
Ajid bid them strive to wie]d thy tireless f!y, 
Ai thou cansl widd it Soon bis baffled bands 
Would yidd to ihee, despite bis wrathfuJ eye* 
Lo t unto thce both Indles Hft tbeir hands ! 
Thy vapoury pulse is fek on farthest Strands ! 
Thou tircst not, complaincst not— tbough blind 
As human pride (earth's lowcst dust) art thou, 
Child of pale tbaught t dread masierpiece of mind ( 
I read nor tbought nor passion on thy brow t 
TcMDORDw thou wüt labouft deaf as now l 
And tssmi we say ** that soul b wanting bere ?** 
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Ko ; there be mmu, ibe thoughtful engineer, 
The sool of all this motton ; rufe in band. 
And coari^Hy apron*d — simple, plaui» sinoene — 
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\,-y: .-^'r :-..i iirr: Vj i7jLr*t . Ajls, he knows 
*»'/ ;//'/r m^ri n<'/'* : Bu: even- day he goes 
7'/ vi^ff Kj;; fiinc sur.rcH, pitiless 
Or hirri who u\h the road, that shoeless boor 
Wljo f#'<'d» hj<» brother cxile in distress. 
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Hark ! muttering oaths, he wonders why our poor 

Are not all Irish ! Eyeing, then, the moor, 

He swears, if he were king, what he would do ! 

Our com-importing rogues shoold have a (all ; 

For he would plough the rocks, and trench them too. 

And then of bloody papists doth he bawl ; 

If he were king, he'd (damn them !) shoot them alL 

And then he quotes the Duke ! and sagely thinks 

That princes should be loyal to the throne. 

And then he talks of privilege — and winks : 

Game he can't eat, he hints ; but kills his own. 

And then he calls the land a marrow bone, 

Which tradesmen suck ; for he no longer trades, 

But talks of trafiic with defensive sneer. 

Füll deeply is he leam'd in modes and grades, 

And condcscends to think my Lord his peer ! 

Yet, lo ! he noddeth at the engineer — 

Grins at the " fellow " — grunts — and lounges on ! 
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To John Bowring, Esq., one of our steadiest Champioiis off 
Liberty, Civil and Religious— whose Translations have enabled 
US to shake hands with Brethren whom we knew not; the 
Living, who to us were dead ; and the Dead, who cannot die — 
this Poem is dedicated, by bis obliged and thankftü Friend, the 
Author. 



MiLEs Gordon sleeps ; his six days' labour done. 
He dreams of Sunday, verdant fields, and prayer : 
O rise, bless'd mom, unclouded ! Let thy sun 
Shine on the artisan — ^thy purest air 
Breathe on the bread-tax'd labourer's deep despair ! 
Poor sons of toil ! I gnidge them not the breeze 
That plays with Sabbath fiowers, the clouds that play 
With Sabbath winds, the hum of Sabbath bees, 
The Sabbath walk, the skylark's Sabbath lay, 
The silent sunshine of the Sabbath day. 

II. 

The Stars wax pale, the moon is cold and dim ; 
Miles Gordon wakes, and grey dawn tints the skies : 
The many-childed widow, who to him 
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Is as a mother, hears her lodger rise, 

And listens to his prayer with swimming eyes. 

For her and for her orphans poor he prays, 

For all who eam the bread they daily eat : — 

" Bless them, O God, with useful, happy days, 

With hearts that scom all meanness and deceit ; 

And round their lowly hearths let freemen meet ! " — 

This mom, betimes, she hastes to leave her bed, 

For he must preach beneath th' autumnal tree : 

She lights her fire, and soon the board is spread 

With Sabbath coffee, toast, and cups for three. 

Pale he descends ; again she Starts to see 

His hollow cheek, and feels they soon must part ! 

But they shall meet again — that hope is sure ; 

And, oh ! she venerates his mind and heart, 

For he is pure, if mortal e'er was pure ! 

His words, his silence, teach her to endure ) 

And then he helps to feed her orphan'd five ! 

O God ! thy judgmeAts cruel seem to be ! 

While bad men biggen long, and cursing thrive, 

The good, like wintry sunbeams, fade and flee — 

That we may follow them^ and come to thee. 



III. 

In haste she tums, and climbs the narrow stair, 
To wake her eldest bom, but, pausing, Stands 
Bent o'er his bed ; for on his forehead bare, 
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Like jewels ring d on siceping beauty's hands^ 
Tlrad labouf s gcms are set in beaded bands ; 
And none, none, none, like bread-tax'd labour 

knoH^'tli 
How more than grateful are his slumb^rs briet 
Thou dost not know, thou pamper^d son of Aloth 1 
Thou canst not teil, thou bread-tax-eating thief j 
How sweet is rest to bread-tax*d toü and gricC 
Like sculpture, or like death, serene he lies. 
But, no, tliat tear is not a marble tear l 
He names, in sleep, his father's injuries ; 
And now, in silence, wears a smile severe» 
How like his sire he looks, when drawing near 
His journey's dose» and that fair form bent o*cr 
His darkening cheek^ stilJ faintly tinged with red» 
And fondly gazed— too soon to gazc no more? — 
While her long tresscs, o*er ihe seeming dead. 
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Up, sluggards, up ! the mountains one by one, 

Ascend in light ; and slow the mists retire 

From vale and piain. The cloud on Stannington 

Beholds a rocket — No, 'tis Morthen spire ! 

The sun is risen ! cries Stanedge, tipp*d with fire ; 

On Norwood's flowers the dew-drops shine and 

shake ; 
Up, sluggards, up ! and drink the moming breeze. 
The birds on cloud-left Osgathorpe awake ; 
And Wincobank is waving all his trees 
O'er subject towns, and farms, and \illages. 
And gleaming streams, and wood, and waterfalls. 
Up ! climb the oak-crown'd summit ! Hoober Stand 
And KeppeFs PiUar gaze on Wentworth^s halls, 
And misty lakes, that brighten and expand, 
And distant hüls, that watch the westem Strand. 
Up! trace God's foot-prints, where they paint the 

mould 
With heavenly green, and hues that blush and 

glow 
Like angel's \(ings ; while skies of blue and gold 
Stoop to Miles Gordon on the mountain's brow. 
Behold the Great Unpaid ! the prophet, lo ! 
Sublime he Stands beneath the Gospel tree. 
And Edmund Stands on ShireclifTc at his side ; 
Behind him, sinks, and swells, and spreads a sca 
Of hills, and vales, and groves ; before him glide 
Don, Rivelin, Loxley, wandering in their pride 
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From heights that mix their Skznrc with the dottd ; 
Beneath him* spire and dorne are gUttering; 
And round him press his flock, a woe-wom crowd, 

To other words, while forest echoes ring, 

"■ Ye banks and braes o' bonny Doon," they sing ;' 

And, far below, the drover, with a Start 

Awaking, listens to the well-known strain, 

Which brings Shihallian's shadow lo his heart. 

And Scotia's loneliest vales ; then sleeps agnin, 

And dreams, on Loxley's banks, of Dunsiitaive. 

The hynrn they sing is to their preacher dear ; 

It breathes of hopes and glories grand and vast, 

While on his face they look, with grief and fear ; 

Füll well they know his sands are ebbing fast ; 

Buij hark I he speaks^ and feels he speaks hiis last 1 — 



IV, 
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Ask ye if I, of Wesle)'*s followers one, 

Ahjure the house where Wesleyans l>eiid the knee ? 

I do — because the spirit ihence is gone ; 

And truth, and faith, and gracc* arc not, wiih me^ 

The Hundred Popes of England 's Jesuitry* 

We hate not the rcli^on of bare waUs ; 

We scom not the caihtdratd pomp of pmyer ; 

Fof sweet are all our Father's festivals, 

If oontrile hearts the heavenly banquei share, 

In fidd or temple : God is everyu'here \ 

But we hate arrogance and selAshness, 

Come whcre they niay, and moit beiiealh tbe roof 

Sacted to public worship. We profess 

No Tovc for him whn fcels no sclf-rcproof 

VVhen in God*s house he Stands from God aloof ; 

Nor worship we grim Mars the homitide : 

Our prayers are not for slaughter ; we behold 

With scorn sectarian and prcblic pride — 

Slavesp if not lK>ught, too willing lo Ijc sold ; 

Christians misnamed, whose gods are blood and gokL 

What arc the d^s of mcn called Chnstian, mm ? 

Thiy roU Üiemselves in dust before the great ; 

Wierevcr Mammon builds ti shrinef they bow. 

And would nail Jesus to thcir cross of ha!c> 

Should He ogain appcar in m^n cstate, 

Pleasant, repaid by splendid bcauty's smilc« 

Pmised by the proud, to ftatttT tjowcr and pride 

And pmtc of indti^cndcnce all thtf whtle; 
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Pleasant and safe, down sunny streams to glide ; 
But viTtue fronts tlie bl^^t, and bre^ts the tide 
\Miere are their * protests/ monthly, weekly made, 
Against Abaddon-s Cotn^Law, and his sword? 
Where their pelitiotis för unfetter'd trade? 
Wehere their recorded execrations pour'd 
On blood-stain*d tyrajvts, and the sennle hotdc- ? 
When earth wept blood, that wolves niight kj» and 

And pleading mercy was a trampled worm, 
Basely they pander*d to ihe sbycr's ynll ; 
And still their spdb they mutier in the stüiriJ, 
Retarding long the m&rch of slow rdorm* 
\Vhitn paltced paupers, sneermg, bcard ihe tcnTQ, 
They preach the bread-tax in a text likc ihis» 
No text more piain — * To Caäsar givc his oi^^ ? ' 
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Pioiis they are, cool, circumspect, severe ; 
And whiie they fee] for woes beycod the wavei 
They iaud ihe tymnts who starvie millions hcre : 
The Camish'd Briton must be fool or knave, 
Bui wrongs are precious in a forcign slave, 
Tbcir Bibles for the heathen load our fle^ts ; 
Lo ! gloating castward» they inquire, * What news ? ' 
' We die,' wc answer, * foodless, in the streets,* 
Aod what reply your men of Gospel-views ? 
Oh* ' iht-y are scnding bacon to the Jews \ " 
Their lofty souls have tdescopic eyes, 
Which aee ihe amallest speck of dtstaot pain, 
While» at their fect, a world of agonies, 
Uoseen» unheard, unheeded, writhes in vaiiu 
Yet tliou, O God \ wiihhold'st ihy sulphurous rain ! 
Or, if tt £d1, it blasts the labour'd vale, 
And spares the barren summit ! Lord ! how long ' 
ShaU ireedom's stniggles tum the good man pale. 
Afidf like a vile ftpolQgy for wrong, 
Add to the tonuring scourge anoiher thong ? 
O for a Saint, like those who sought and ix?und, 
For conscience^ sake, sod homes beyond the nrnin ! 
The Fathers of New England » who tmboundp 
In wild Columbia^ Europe's double chain ; 
The nien whose dust crie§, * Sparta, live again i * 
The ilandef d Calvinists of Chailes^s tinte 
Foiight (and they won it) Freedom's holy fight 
Like prophet'bards^ aithough they hated rhyme, 

VOL. t. ÜB 
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AI mcxsaxpiAM IS bes«^ ovn %lit, 

Sfdbe e»di devotol fnacher lor tbe i^^bt* 

S& sesT^ dü<JLiiu0^ mc^ n power ^pfKrotcs^ 

Th^ ID ike paot lad I wAMiliCi itBi tau^t; 

WlA mite Att qoflB Acad» md conMeiice lores^ 

Tbcj «ia^'d lad borb^d tlie atttms of tlietr thought ; 

Sa in k^ p^ces «» ^e nmk tfa^ song^ ; 

Tbef aid aot, ' ilaa be cn>aaiiispea uid dirive I 

Be nesLii, büc« äkvfllt, bJoody — and prevail f * 

Xar doth tbe Deitf tber woisbipp'd dmne 

Hiä fbiir4MiaQd, sppland a smutty uk, 

>£iid Manias to tlie Uouse, and iis to gmL 

Wltb nd tliey preadi'd, witfa n^tcuence they wer« 

hcAidi 
FoT tu their «teotig creed, ^bllme, sincere, 
[langer was fimad, tlttt |aTsoii-ba£i*d Word ! 
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Hater evangelized of liberty f 

Howr worthy him who died on Calvary, 

The Grcat Rcfomier, Christ I >\Tio does not toathe 

His loathsome loathing of all liberal taint ! 

MTiich of you hath not loil'd to fe^d and doihe 

His lackeys? O tot Hogarth's band, to point 

His ment^ lineanients of beast and saint» 

His Com- Law scowl, and landed Icngth of eaji ! 

I>ost thoii, thus carly, mighty I/:>rd, rcpaif 

To yonder fane ? -Tis well* Go, and in lears 

Kjieelf holy wretch, although ihe Sa I »hath air, 

Is weaiy of thy long unpunish^d prayer. 

Thou» who with helJish zcal» wast dnink and blind 

When t) ranüi, cloven-hoofd in heart and brain^ 

Made miinler pasttme, and the tardy wind 

Bore fresh glad tidings o^cr the groanijig main 

Of hecätombs on Moloch's nhar stain ! 

Kned, Saint of Camage l — ^kneel, but not to Baal ; 

Kneel, but aJone, wiih none to laud thy leal ; 

For iha hour comcth when the rccd shall fail 

Oti which th€ wicked lean, liut wherefore knecl ? 

Can the wom stone repcnt, and wecp, aiid fet^l ? 

Still hardeT graniie forms the bosonKore 

Of him who iaughd when frccdom's ihousands 

felL 
Hark» *tis the voice, thai erst of battle*« roax 
Was wont too oft from fondcr tower tc» teil, 
Pediiig» it thy conunand, o'cr oash and yctU 
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And fiend-like faces, reddening in the light 

Of streets, that crimson'd midnight with their glare, 

WTien England hired the hell-hounds of the fight, 

Because men broke, in their sublime despair, 

The bonds vvhich nature could no longer bear ! 

Hark, 'tis the iron voice ! and still to thee 

It speaks of death. Perchance, some child of day, 

Some woe-wom thrall of long iniquity, 

Some drudge, whose mate can yet afford to pay 

For dccent pra^rs, treading the gloomy way 

AVhich all must tread, is gone to her long rest, 

And last account — ^a dread one thine will be ! 

Of means atrocious, used for ends imbless'd I 

And joy — for what ? For guilty victory ; 

States bought and sold by fraud to tyranny ; 

Slaves arm'd to kill ; the free by slaves enslaved ; 
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Ils dcadly wikf — and srnks in occan's bed, 
Vanquish'd by womii. 'Whit then? The womss 

were fed/ 
Will not God smiie the€ black, thou whiied wall ? 
Thy life is lawless, and thy law a lie» 
Of nature is a^ dream un natural. 
Look on the clouds, the streams, the earth, the sky : 
Lo, all is Interchange and harmony 1 
Whcre is the gorgeous pomp which, yestcr mom, 
Cuitain'd yon orb with amber, fold on fo]d ? 
Behold il in ihe blue of Rivelin, bomc 
To feed the all-feeding seas l the molten gold 
Is ßowing pale in Loxley's crystal cold, 
To kindle into beauty tree and Rower, 
And wake to veidant life hiU, vale, and piain. 
Cloud tradcs with rivers, and exchange ii power : 
Bui should the clouds, the streams, the winä» disdaln 
Harmonious mtercourset nor dew nor rain 
Woüld forcsi-crofm the mountains ; airless day 
Would blast, on Kinderscout, the heathy glow ; 
No purply green would meeken into grey, 
Cef Don at eve ; no sound of rivei's flow 
Disturb the scpulchre of all bclow. 



VI* 



*• O for a ship — a ship ! — the wing of steam ! 

To bear us ffom ihc land wherc toll» despi^^cd« 

1% robb'd and scourged, and lUe'i besi prospects seem 
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Sad as the couch of patience agonized ! 

Is there no land where useful men are prized 

1 W those they feed ? Or will there never be 

I jr hope a refuge and a dwelling-place, 

\\ here t}Tants, in their mad rapacity, 

Shake not their clench*d fists in the Almighty's face, 

\nd cry — ' Thou fool ! * — Shall glorious seas embrace 

A thousand shores in vain ? Shall paupers grow 

A\'here he hath said the eagle's young shall feed? 

Siiall hopeless tears to water deserts flow, 

W'hile flow his mighty streams, with none to heed, 

And make fertility a baneful weed? 

P« )or bread-tax'd slaves, have ye no hope on earth ? 

\'cs, God from evil still educes good ; 

Sublime events are rushing to their birth ; 

I A ), tyrants by their victims are withstood I 

\\u] Freedoiii's seed still grows, though steep*d in 
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Gmnd are the douds that, mirror'd on thc bay, 

RolU like the shadows of lost worlds» away, 

Whtn Uursts ihrough broken gloora the siartled 

light ; 
Grand are ihe wave» ihat, like ihat broken gloom, 
Are imitten into splendour by bis might ; 
And glonaus ts ihe siorm*s tremendous boom, 
Altbough it waileth o'er a watcry tombi 
And TS a dreadful ode on occan*s drown'd 
Dcsi)ond not, then, ye plunder'd sons of trade I 
Ho|je's wounded wing sball yet disdain the groimd, 
And Commerce, while the powers of evil fade, 
Shout o*er all seas — ' All lands for me were made ! ' 
Hers are Üie apostles destmed to go forth 
IJpon the wings of mighty winds, and presch 
Christ cruciBed t To her the south and north 
Look through their tem|»eäts ; and her lore älmll reach 
Ther (krthest ice, if life bc there lo teack 
Vcs^ worldreforming Commerce I one by one 
Thou vanquishe&t tnrth's t>TanU I and the hour 
Cometh ürhen all shall fall tiefon; thee — gone 
Their S|jiendour, fallen their trophtes, lost their power 
Thcn o er th' cnfninchised naiions will ihou shower 
Like dcw-drops from the pinions of the dove, 
Plenty and peace i and never more oti thee 
Shall bandag^ wait ; bot, as the thoughts of love, 
Free shalt thou fly^ imchain.ible and free ; 
And men, thcnccforth, shall call thee * Liberty ! * 
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" Farewell, my friends ! we part, no more to meet 

As trampled worms ; but we shall meet again 

At God's right band, and our Redeemefs feet ! 

And oft — ^bow oft ! — meantime, your solemn stndn 

Sball roll from Shirecliffe's side, o'er vale and piain« 

O keep tbe seventb day boly, wberesoe'er 

Ye be, poor sons of toil ! seil not to tbose 

Wbo sold your freedom, seil not for a sneer 

Your day of rest ; but worsbip God, where glows 

The fiame-tipp'd spire, or blooms the wild wood-rose. 

Hallow this day to gladness ! for, behold, 

The Spoilers watch to steal your Sabbath too ! 

Shall seven days' toil for six days' bread be sold ? 

Folget not yet land-butcher'd Peterloo ! 

Are ye not bread-tax'd ? What they did they de, 

And then most treacherous when they holiest seem, 

At your salvation here take deadliest aim. 

O trust them not I but henceforth rightly deem 

Of sordid fiends, who murder hope and shame, 

And for a bread-tax, wrapp'd the world in flame. 

Nor marvel if, athwart the exulting seas, 

A steam-highway bring soon to their firesides 

War, and its long inflicted miseries, 

To plough them with the plough which havoc 

guides, 
Despite their wide-wing'd sway o*er winds and tides. 
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Meantime, like wolves füll gorged, ihey lick Üidr jaws, 
An4 sick of prey, roll wide their eyes for more ; 
But trora their bbck and crime-distcnded maws 
Ejcct not yet the dotted gold and göre, 
The price of souls, d^ith-freed on many a shom** 



VIII. 

He ceascd— btii still whilc yöung and old retircd, 
Bcneath ih' autumoal tree, and concave blue, 
Stood^ like the sutue of a man tnspired 1 
And many an eye ttim'd fondly back^ to view 
1 tis face, more saint-üke than c^er pendl dfiew* 
Thcn giBh'd bis tears. He cast a hngerii^ look 
On farthest moors — dear scenes, remember'd well ' 
And thought of that lone chtirch and verdant nook 
^\liere sleeps his mothetf in the Alpine dell* 
** I am aJone»" he said— and iigh'd *• FareweU ! " 
Alone — but, oh, not unbdoved ihou art ! 
Nor undeplored, Miles Gordon, sh*ilt ihou slecp 
In dealh's cold arms. Füll m:iny a manly heart 
8 hall weep a*er thee ; the orphan'd five shall weep ; 
The mother of the fatherless ahall sti^p 
Tby flhmud in tcars — ludi leati as mothers shed l 
Kor ihall the patriot bard refuse to pay 
Melodious honoiifs to the pairicsl dead. 
And write above his narrow house of c jay, 
That all, satve righteous deeds, must pass away. 
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But shall ihey lay ihy bones, O desert-bom^ 

Whure no wild bird heafs infant rivers flow ? 

Oh, not beneath thal cloud, vrhich night would 9corn- 

Not in \'ile earth, where flowers refuse lo gmnv 

And \'anity, in sables, mimics woe j 

Not in von rank churchyard, where buried b'e 

TyranL and slave, polluting still the air j 

But where the mde heath hemrs the plaver cf>% 

And Swings the chainless doud o'er sumniit^ bare ; 

There shouldst thou rest — thy heart was cver iheve ! 

There shouldst thou rest, beneath the möuntain windU 

Far from the pauper*s grave» the despot's door ; 

Th<jugh few would seek thy home, and fewer find 

Thy brief inscription on the shadow'd moor v — 

** Hcre lie^ the preacher of the plunder'd poof/* 
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Toallwho revere thc Memory ofj er EM v Rrntiiam. cur second 
IjiCKK, and wish to promotc üie greatcst happiness of tlnr 
RTcatest number for the greatcst length of time, I inscrilif 
the» **(.om-lAW Rhjrmes." 



SONG. 

TfXE— •• TJü Lando tk* Leal." 

Where the poor cease to pay, 

()o, loved one, and rest ! 
Thou art wearing away 

To the land of the blest. 
Our father is gone 

Where the lÄTong'd are foigiven. 
And that dearest one, 

Thy husband, in heaven. 

No toil in despair, 

No t>Tant, no slave, 
No bread-tax is there, 

With a maw like thc gravc. 
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But the poacher, thy pridcj 

Whelm'd in ocean afar ; 

And his brotheTj who died 

Land-butcher'd in war ; 

And their mother, who sank 

Broken-hearted to rest ; 
And the baby, that drank 

*Till il froze on her breast ; 
With tears, and with smiles, 

Are waiting for thee. 
In the beautifnl isles 

Where the wrong'd are the free. 

Go, loved one, and rest 

Where the poor cease to pay ! 
To the land of the blest 

Thou art wearing away ; 
But the son of thy pain 

Will yet stay with me, 
And poor little Jane 

Look sadly like thee. 
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sona 

Chili?, is thy father dcad ? 

Faiher is gofie ! 
\X\\y did ihey lax hia bread? 

Ciixl's will be dooe I 
Mother has sold her bed ; 
BettcT to die ihan wcd ! 
Where shall she by her hcad? 

Hotne we have oone { 

Father dammM ihiicc a weck — 

God's will be dotie \ 
Long rar work did he scek» 

H^ork he found none. 
Tciii on bis boUow dieek 
Told wbat no toogue could spcak : 
IVhy did lu3 master l»eak? 

Gad*s wPi be düiie ! 

Doctöf Said air was best— 

Food we had nonc ; 
Father, wiih pufiting breast» 

Groan^d to be gone i 
Now bc is wiih thc blest — 
Mothef says dcath is best I 
We have no place of mt— ^ 

Ye% |e have onc ! 
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THE DEATH FEAST. 

The birth-day, or the wedding-day, 

Let happier mourners keep : 
To Death my vestal vows I pay, 

And try in vain to weep. 
Some griefs the strengest soul might shake, 

And I such griefs have had ; 
My brain is hot — but they mistake 

Who deem that I am mad. 
My father died — my mother died — 

Four orphans poor were we ; 
My brother John work'd hard, and tried 

To smile on Jane and me. 
But work grew scarce, while bread grew dear, 

And wages lessen^d too ; 
For Irish hordes were bidders here, 

Our half-paid work to do. 
Yet still he strove, with failing breath 

And sinking cheek, to save 
Consumptive Jane from early death — 

Then join'd her in the grave. 
His watery hand in mine I took, 

And kiss'd him tili he slept ; 
Oh, still I see his dying look ! 

He tried to smile, and wept ! 
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I bought his coffin with roy bed, 

My gown bought earth and prayer ; 
I pawn'd my mother's ring for bread — 

I pawn'd my father's chair. 
My Bible yet remains to seil, 

And yet unsold shall be ; 
But language fails my woes to teil — 

Even crumbs were scarce with me. 
I sold poor Jane^s grey linnet then — 

It cost a groat a-year ; 
I sold John's hen — and raiss'd the hen, 

When eggs were selling dear : 
For autimm nights seem*d wintry cold, 

\Vhile seldom blazed my fire ; 
And eight times eight no more I sold 

When eggs were getting higher. 
But still I glean the moor and heath ; 

I washy they say, with skiU ; 
And Workhouse bread ne*er cross'd my teeth — 

I trust it never will 
But when the day on which John died 

Retums with all its gloom, 
I seek kind friends, and beg, with pride, 

A banquet for the tomb. 
One friend, my brother James, at least, 

Comes then with me to dine ; 
Let others keep the marriage-feast, 

The funeral feast is mine. 
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For then on them I fondly call. 

And then they live again I 
To-morrow is our festival 

Of Death, and John, and Jane. 
E'en now, behold ! they look on me, 

Exulting from the skies, 
While angels round them weep to see 

The tears gush from their eyes ! 
I cannot weep — ^why can I not ? 

My tears refuse to flow : 
My feet are cold — my brain is hot — 

Is fever madness ? — No. 
Thou smilest, and in scom — ^but thou, 

Couldst thou forget the dead ? 
No common beggar courtsies now, 

And begs for burial bread. 



■ < 
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ELEGY. 

O HüSKissoN ! O Huskisson ! 
O Huskisson, in vain our friend ! 
Why hast thou left thy work undone ? 
Of good begun is this the end ? 
Thou should'st have lived, if they remain 
Who fetter'd us, and hated thee. 
O Huskisson, our friend in vain ! 
\Vhere now are hope and liberty ? 
Thou should'st have lived, if with thee dies 
The poor man's hope of better days. 
Time stops to weep, but yet shall rise 
The sun whose beams shall write thy praise. 
The widow weeps — but what is she, 
And what her paltry common woe ? 
Worlds weep — and millions fast for thee. 
Our hope is gone ! why didst thou go ? 
Pleased hell awhile suspends his breath, 
Then shouts in joy, and laughs in hate ; 
And plague and famine call on death 
Their jubilee to celebrate. 
A shad<nv bids improvement stand, 
While faster flow a nation*s tears, 
O dead man ! with thy pallid hand, 
Thou rollest back the tide of years \ 

VOL. I. CG 
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THE RECORDING ANGEL. 

'T '• 

I AM not death, O King ! nor by him sent 

O'er thy sad heart my pinions black to wave ; 
But, when men die, I stand, in silence bent, 

Writing the deeds of warrior, saint, or slave, 

And canonize the timid and the brave. 
They die, but after them their actions live, 

For good or ill. Speak, then, if thou wouldst be, 
'l'hough bad, not worst ; and mercy may forgive 

The cureless past. What shall I write of theel 

Shall toil be plunder'd still — or trade be free ? 
Know'st thou the law by which Kings govem well, 

The golden law — " Reign not for some but all ? " 
Shall I to men, and to the immortals teil 

That thou didst fetter hope, or disenthrall ? 

O answer, ere the fatal curtain fall ! 
To-morrow, and the Sultan is forgot 

Even in the harem ; but on realms oppress'd 
The scar remains, where pass^d the iron hot 

With which he sear'd them; and WTongs unre- 
dress'd 

Cry to the hopeless dead — " Ye shall not rest ! " 
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Would'st thou be mourn'd with curses or with tears ? 

As angels moum the blow that casts aside 
l^he axle of a world, for years and years 

Tuming the seasons back, and all their pride ? 

Or as men moum a godlike friend who died ? 
Thou hast, men say, for miser/s tear a sigh ; 

But if thy heart is warm, 'tis warm in vain. 
King of the Bread-Tax ! dearly did*st thou buy 

That title. Shall it evermore remain 

To mock thy virtues, an etemal stain ? 

II. 

No answer? — Oft the meanest of mankind, 

Gay as " The Tenth," and polish*d as their swords, 
Have rivaird Nash in etiquette of mind, 

.\nd all the littleness of forms and words ; 

But thou art King of Scjuires, and reign'st for 
Lords ! 
To teach thy sire, earth wept a sea of göre ; 

He lived unteachable, and died untaught 
By curses wning from millions. It is o*or, 

And thou wast heir of all his madness ^rought ; 

Be this thy plea — all eise availeth nought. 
But nations beggar d, that ye might bc(}ueath 

Old bonds to France redeem*d ! and Peterloo 
Immortal ! and Napoleon's deathless death ! 

These were such deeds as vulgär kings can do ; 

They made thee famous, but not matchless too. 

c c 2 
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King o( Dear Com I Time hears, mth ceaseless 
groan, 

Time ever hears, sad names of hate and dread : 
But thou, thou only, öf all monarchs known, 

Didst legislate against thy People's bread ! 

King of the Com-Laws ! thus wilt thou be read ! 
Für ever thus. A monarch calls thee — Go : 

And if there be, in other worlds, a throne 
That waits a prince unequall'd, be not slow 

To seize the vacant seat — ^it is thine own ; 

King of Dear Com ! thou art " thyself alone ! " 
Safe is thy fame. Tis come, th' unerring hour 

That calls even kings to their account away ; 
And o'er thee frowns a shadow and a power 

To quench the stars, and tum the living day 

Black. Yoked below, pant Horror and Disniay ; 
The steeds, O King! with soundless speed, that 
drag 

Thee, and a king more dreaded than his Lord, 
The King of Kings — O Death ! behold his flag — 

The wormy shroud ! his sceptre, crown, and 
sword — 

Worms ! his dread slaves — worms, worms that do 
his word ! 
But where are thine ! thy slaves ! thy flatterers ? — 
Gone. 

Nor need'st thou sigh for parasite or sage ; 
For, lo ! the mightiest of all kings, but one. 
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(Lord of the dust that once was youth and age,) 

Attends thee fallen ! Behold his equipage ! 
How Strange a chariot serves both him and thee ! 

But Death rides royally — no stop, no stay ; 
On, on ! far hence thy final home must be. 

What cloud Swings there? A world that tums 
from day 

Her mountains. Death drives well — Away I Away ! 
As when to ships, which mists at sea Surround, 

The dangerous fog assumes a golden hue, 
WTiile rocks draw near ^ith sudden breakcrs bound, 

And distant mountains, reeling into view, 

Lift o*er the clouds their cliffs of airy blue ; 
So, to thy soul, released from mortal ties, 

Scenes grand, and wld, and terrible, and new, 
Strange lands, stränge seas, the stars of unknown 

skies — 
The realms of death with all their hosts arise. 

King of Dear Com ! the dead have heard that nanie ; 
They come — imperial spectres throng to meet 

Him, who, at once, eclipsed their dismal fame. 
But why should despots long to kiss thy feet ? 

Did Nero star\'e his People ? No — O shame I 
He only h>'mn'd the flames that, street by street, 

Swept Rome, no longer Roman ; — it is meet 
That greatness bow to greatest Famine*s lord ! 

WTiat pallid crowds plebeian round thee rise ! 
Sent to sad graves by human fiends abhorr'd, 
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They come to thank thee with their tears and 

sighs : — 

Nay, shrink not from the crowd of hoUow eyes ! 
Thou know'st their children live to toil and pine, 

And that etemit/s long roll supplies 
No nickname, deathless, grand, and just as thine. 

But who is she, of aspect masculine, 
Amid the silent moving silently, 

With saddest step but not unroyal air, 
And gazing like an injured friend on thee ? 

There is sublimity in her despair ! 

O King I that pitying look is hard to bear ! 
Thee she forgives, but not the havoc made 

By thy meek servants and most gracious foes, 
Who sagely interdict, hope, profit, trade. 

And must thy name be link'd for aye with those — 

" The triple hundred kinglings " — who oppose 

All change but evil change; and, deaf and 
blind, 
Refute the sun and ocean as he flows ? 

While daily, hourly, in their war on mind, 

They scourge again the Saviour of mankind 
O why didst thou obey them from thy throne ? 

Thou might'st have been, alas ! thou would'st 
not be 
King of the People ! (would that thou had'st kno\\'n 

How almost godlike 'tis to rule the free !) — 

Or lived a tyrant ! not the nominee 
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Of tyrants, wallowing in their victims' woe, 

And arm'd to curse mankind, with worse than stings. 
Compared with thine, their deeds are night on snow: — 

The breath of dungeons on a seraph's wings ! 
Derision ! who would reign where such are kings ? 

But to be slave — if thou wert willing slave — 
Of mean barbarians ; to be signing clerk 

Of palaccd almoner, and tax-fed knave ; 
To wear their livery, and their badge and mark ; 

To love the light, and yet to choose the dark ; — 
This, this was vile, and did to millions wrong 

Not to be bome by men who boast a spark 
Of manly worth. O Tamer of the strong ! 
Wake thy slow angel, God ! He slumbers long — 

His voice of reformation should be heard, 
His hand be active, not to overtum, 

But to restore ; ere, sick with hope deferr'd, 
The good despond ; ere lord and peasant moum, 
Homelcss alike ; ere Waste and Havoc spum, 

With hand and foot, the dust of Power and Pride ; 
Wliile tower and temple at their bidding bum, 

And the land reels, and rocks from side to side, 

A sailless wreck, with none to save or guide ; 
A sailless wreck, with multitudes to do 

Deeds more accursed than pirate's deck e'er saw ; 
A helmless UTeck, a famine-frantic crew, 

All rage and hunger, hand, and voice, and maw ; 

And on that rolling wreck, no food, no hope, no law ! 
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THE TREE OF RIVELIN. 

The lightning, like an Arab, cross'd 

The moon's dark path on high, 
And wild on Rivelin writhed and toss'd 

The Stars and troubled sky, 
Where lone the tree of ages grew, 

With branches wide and tall ; 
Ah ! who, when such a tempest blew, 

Could hear his stormy fall ? 
But now the skies, the stars are still, 

The blue wave sleeps again, 
And heath and moss, by rock and rill, 

Are whispering, in disdain, 
That Rivelin's side is desolate. 

Her giant in the dust ! 
Beware, O Power ! for God is great, 

O Guilt ! for God is just ! 
And boast not, Pride ! while millions pine, 

That wealth secures thy home ; • 
The Storni that shakes all hearths but thine 

Is not the storm to come. 
The tremor of the stars is pale, 

The dead clod quakes with fear, 
The worm slinks down o'er hill and vale, 

When God in wrath draws near. 
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But if the Upas will not bend 

Beneath the frown of Heaven, 
A 7uhisp€r cometh, which shall rend 

What thunder hath not riven. 



INSCRIPTION, 

FC)R A TABLET IN THK ISLAND OF JUAN FERNANDEZ. 

I^ST of a race of giants, lived De Foe, 

First Champion of commercial liberty ! 

Where lie his bones ? He died — *tis all we know, 

Save that he lived and died in penury ; 

And, sorro^^ing, paid to unrelenting hate 

That debt which envy ne er forgives the great. 

Hampden ! De Foe ! Crom well ! and Milton ! When 

Shall twenty years boast four such namcs again ? — 

But which was greatest ? Great was he who fell- 

The rebel Hampden ; great and terrible 

He who well nierited the crown he dared ; 

Mighty the novelist ; sublime the bard, 

That blind old man of London ! With their deeds 

The World still rings as age to age succeeds ; 

But which will longest bask in glory's smile ? 

The tale of Paradise — or that of Cnisoe's islc ? 
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REFORM. 

Too long endured, a power and will, 
That would be nought, or first in ill, 
Had wasted wealth, and palsied skill, 
And fed on toil-wom poverty. 

They caird the poor a rope of sand ;. 
And, lo ! no rieh man*s voice or handr 
Was raised, throughout the suffering land 
Against their long iniquity. 

r 

They taught the self-robb'd sons of pride 
To tum from toil and want aside, 
And coin their hearts, guilt-petrified, 
To buy a smile from infamy. 

The phiher'd Hon yawn*d in vain, 
VVhile o'er his eyes, and o'er his mane, 
They hung a picklock, mask, and chain — 
True emblems of his dignity. 

They murder'd Hope, they fetter'd Trade ; 
The clouds to blood, the sun to shade, 
And every good that God had made 
They tumed to bane and mocker>'. 
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Love, plant of Heaven, and sent to show 
One bliss divine to earth below, 
Changed by their frown, bore crime and woc, 
And breathed, for fragrance, pestilence. 

With Freedom's plume, and Honour's gern, 
They deck'd Abaddon's diadem, 
And caird on hell to shout for them, 
The höhest name of holiness. 

They knew no interest but their own ; 
They shook the State, they shook the Throne, 
They shook the world ; and God alone 
Seem'd safe in his omnipotence. 

Did then his thunder rend the skies, 
To bid the dead in soul arise ? — 
The dreadful glare of sullen eyes 
Alone H'am'd cruel tjTanny ! 

A murmur from a trampled worm, 
A whisper in the cloudless storm — 
Yet these, even these, announced Reform ; 
And Famine*s scowl was prophecy ! 

Nor then remorse, nor tardy shame, 
Nor love of praise, nor dread of blame, 
But tongues of üre, and words of flame, 
Roused Mammon from his apathy. 
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* At length, a MAN to Merck spoke [ * 
From smitten heaxts the lighming broke ; 
The slow invincible awoke ; 

And Engknd's frown was victory ! 

O years of crime 1 The grcat and true — 
The nobly wise — are still the few, 
Who bid Tnith grow where Falsehood grew, 
Ajid plant it for etemity 1 
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LINES 

WRITTEN IN AN EDITION OF COLLINS, WITH ETCHINCS BY 
PLATT. 

Struck blind in youth, Platt ask'd the proud for 

bread ; 
He ask'd in vain, and stemly join'd the dead. 
I saw him weep — " Hail, holy light ! " he cried ; 
But living darkness heard him, and he died. 
Oh, by the light that left too soon his eyes, 
And bade him starve on ice-cold charities ; 
Doom'd is the wealth that could no pittance spare, 
To save benighted genius from despair ! 
* Henry Brougham. 
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bfae etchings, Platt, alone remain of thcc 1 
How soon, shs I e'en thcse niH ceasc to be I 
Bul pocsy hath flowers that cvcr bloom ; 
Aiid müäic:, ihuygh slie seard thy cruel doom* 
ShAlJ sing a bailad o'er her pupiVs Igntb. 
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Day, likc our souls, h fiercely dark ; 

Whai ihen ? n'h day 1 
Wc sleep no more ; ibe cock ciüW8 — haxk t 

To Aims ! away I 
They comc J thcy c^mc I the kncH is ning 

Of US ür tlitim ; 
Wide o er ihrir manh the i>onip »^ rtung 

Of goki and gcia 
Wliat c<>ll;ir'd liotmd of Inwlcs* jmay, 

To famiüe dcar— 
\V'h.ii pensioad slave of AttiK 

LvAda in ihc rear? 



luiiaic für 



mtlit, h4«4nf tost hi» lijctii, «BtaMiipi«d fo leam 
A coacttti, whkli hv jultcrtia^, Gii3t4. and 
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Come they from Scythian wilds afar, 

Our blood to spül ? 
Wear they the livery of the Czar ? 

They do his will. 
Nor tasseird silk, nor epaulette, 

Nor plume, nor torse — 
No splendour gilds, all stemly met, 
. Our foot and horse. 

• ( But, dark and still, we inly glow, 

Condensed in ire ! 
I Strike, tawdry slaves, and ye shall know 
' Our gloom is fire. 

In vain your pomp, ye evil powers, 

Insults the land ; 
Wrongs, vengeance, and the cause are ours, 

And God's right hand ! 
Madmen ! they trample into snakes 

The wormy clod ! 
Like fire, beneath their feet awakes 

The sword of God ! 
Behind, before, above, below, 

They rouse the brave ; 
Where'er they go, they make a foe, 

Or find a grave. 
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THE REVOLUTION OF 1832. 

See, the slow Angel withes in dreams of pain ! 

His cheek indignant glo^'s ! 
Like Stanedge, shaking thunder from his mane, 

He Starts from his repose. 
Wide, wide, his earthquake-voice is feit and heafd : 

" Arise, ye brave and just ! " 
The living sea is to its centre stirr'd — 

And, lo ! our foes are dust ! 
The earth beneath the feet of millions quakes ; 

The whirlwind-cloud is riv'n ; 
As midnight, smitten into lightning, wakes, 

So waked the sword of Heav*n. 
The angel drew not from its sheath that sword : 

He spake, and all was done ! 
Night fled away before the Almighty word. 

And, lo I — the sun ! the sun ! 



-^ 
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THE TRIUMPH OF REFORM. 

WRITTEN FOR THE SHEFFIELD POLITICAL UNION. 

TüNE— •' Rule BHtattnia.'* 

When woe-wom France first stemly spread 

Her banner'd rainbow on the wind ; 

To smite rebellious Reason dead, 

The kings of many lands combined. 

Did they triumph ? So they deem'd : 
Couid they triumph ? No ! — They dream'd, 

From Freedom's ashes at their call 

A form of might arose, and blazed : 

Tis true they saw the phantom fall ; 

Tis true they crush'd the power they raised ; 
But in conflict with the ynsQy 
Vain are armies, leagues, and lies. 

A^ot Freedom — no ! but Freedom's foe, 
The baffled league of kings o'erthrew ; 
We conquer'd t/iem, though slaves can show 
They conquer'd us at Waterloo : 

Mind is mightier than the strong ! 

Right hath triumph'd over wrong ! 
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By sordid lusts to min led, 

Come England's foes, ye self-undone ! 

Behold for what ye taxed our bread ! 

Is this the Afont Saint yean ye won ? 
Hark the rabbl^s triumph lay ! — 
Sturdy beggars ! who are they ? 

Go, call your Czar ! hire all his hordes ! 

Arm Caesar Hardinge ! League and plo^ ! 

Mind smites you with her wing of words, 

And nought shall be, where mind is not. 
Crush*d to nothing — what you are — 
Wormlings I will ye prate of war ? 

No paltr}' fray, no bloody day, 
That cro^Tis with praise, the baby-great ; 
The Deed of Brougham, Russell, Gre)-, 
The Deed that*s doru^ we cclebrate ! 

Mind's great Charter ! Europe saved I 

Manyiv «w unensbved ! 

C> could the wise, the brave, the just, 
Who suffer'd — died — to break our chains ; 
("ould Muir, could Palmer, from the dust, 
Could murder'd Gerald hear our strains ; 

Then would martjTs, throned in bliss, 

See all ages bless'd in this. 

VOL. I. 1» h 
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THE PRESS. 

WRITTEN FOR THE PRINTERS OP SHEFPrELD, ON THE PASSIXG 
OF THE REFORM BILL. 

GoD Said—" Let there be light ! " 
Grim darkness feit bis might, 
And fled away ; 
Then startled seas and mountains cold 
Shone forth, all bright in blue and gold, 

And cried— " Tis day ! 'tis day ! " 
" Hail, holy light ! " exclaim'd 
The thundVous cloud, that flamed 
O'er daisies white ; 
And, lo ! the rose, in crirason dress'd, 
Lean'd sweetly on the lily's breast ; 

And, blushing, murmur'd — " Light ! " 
Then was the skylark bom ; 
Then rose th' embattled com ; 
Then floods of praise 
Flow'd o'er the sunny hüls of noon ; 
And then, in stillest night, the moon 

Pour^d forth her pensive lays. 
Lo, heaven's bright bow is glad l 
Lo, trees and flowers all clad 
In glory, bloom ! 
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And shall the mortal sons of God 
Be senseless as the trodden clod, 

And darker than the tomb ? 
No, by the mind of man 1 
By the swart artisan ! 
By God, our Sire ! 
Our souls have holy light within, 
And every form of grief and sin 
Shall See and feel its fire. 
By earth, and hell, and heav'n, 
The shroud of souls is riven ! 
Mind, mind alone 
Is light, and hope, and life, and power ! 
Earth's deepest night, from this bless'd hour, 
The night of minds is gone ! 
" The Press ! " all lands shall sing ; 
The Press, the Press we bring, 
All lands to bless : 
O pallid Want ! O Labour stark ! 
Behold, we bring the second ark ! 

The Press I the Press ! the Press ! 
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THE EMIGRANTS FAREWELL. 

England^ farewell 1 we quit thee^— never more 

To drink thy deivy Hght, or hear the thnish 

Sing to thy fouotain'd vales, Farei^'ell ! thy shore 

Sinks — it is gonc ! and in our souls the rush 

Of billows soundeth, like the ciash and crush 

Of hope and life. No land 1 all sky and sea 1 

For ever then farewell 1 But may we blush 

To haar thy language, if thy wTongs or thee 

Our hearts forget, where screams o*er rock and tree 

The Washingtonian eagle ! In our prayers, 

If we forget our wrongers, may we be 

Vile as their virtues, hopeless as their heirs, 

And sires of sons whom scom shall nickname 

theirs ! — 
And to such wolves leave we our country ? Oh 
The heart that quits thee, e'en in hope, despairs ! 
Yet from our fathers' graves thy children go 
To houseless wilds, where nameless rivers flow, 
Lest, when our children pass our graves, they hear 
The dank of chains, and shrieks of servile woe 
From coward bones, that, e'en though lifeless, fear 
Cold Rapine*s icy fang, cold Havock's dastard spear. 



40S 



A POETS PRAYER. 



Almightv Father t kt thy lowly dlildt 
StTong in his lovc of truih, be wisely bold — 
A Patriot bard, by sycoplmnls revOcdt 
l^t him live usefully, and not die old f 
Lei poor iiicn*s childreti, plcased to read bis lay«, 
Love, for his sake, the scencs wbene hc hath bcco ; 
And« when be ends tiis pOgrimagie of days^ 
Lei bim be biiried wbere the gmss ts gr^en ; 
WTiere daisies, hlooming eariiest, lingcr latc 
To hear the bee his busy note prolong — 
Therc let him sJumbt^r, and in pcacc aw^^ait 
rhc dawning mom, far fmm ihe iemuaJ throng« 
\Vbo stcom the wtnddower*5 blush, llie reübrca^t >t 
loneEy song. 
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WIN-HILL ;♦ 

OR, 

THE CURSE OF GOD. 



I'o Francis Place, Esq., author of " Illustrations of the Principle 
of Population," I respectfully dedicate this Poem. 

This day, ye mountains ! is a holiday ; 
Not the bless'd Sabbath, yet a day of rest, 
Though wrung by cant from sordid men, who pay 
Their homage to the god whom cant loves best : 
I hallow i* to Heaven, and make it bless'd. 
Wild Moscar Dell, receive me I headlong Wye, 
Let my soul hear thee from the mountain's breast, 
Telling thy streamlets, as they leap from high, 
That richer, lovelier vales, and nobler hüls, are nigh ! 

Now quit thy home, thou bread-tax'd Artisan ! 
Drink air and light, pale victim, while thou may*st ! 

* The central mountain— not the highest— of the Peak of Derby- 
shire. 
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Whit do§t thou heoce, umbrelta'd Englishman, 
ßound to tby jjagml in the strceted wasic ? 
hecm'st thou tliat God dwelts only where thou 

prsy*&t ? 
Comc wonship hcrc, whilc ciouds the hill^tops kis* ! 
Deatb numbtTt-lh thcm who Unger whcrc thou 

stay'si, 
BlU^praying auppllcant ! why shunn*sti thou bliss ? 
C) c-Än je hopc for heaven, and scom e «cene likt 

this ? 

Thy sisicn, in the vales Icft tar l>cKjnd, 
Are dcäd, tatc-coniing Primrosc ! months ago, 
Thcy Gulcd slowly in the pcnsive wind : 
Thaii smilc&i— ycs, the happy will do so, 
Cäfelc!«^ of oiher^* wrongn, and othera^ iroe. 
Camatiöii'd chi]dhoöd*s ^vounic ! thou loci Hcfc? 
Kft TOS&& die, but daisics always grow. 
Sk^lcton ash ! why Kig bchtod the ycaff 
\Vhctc Don and Rother mcet^ no half-clad boi^gh« 
appear. 



Not therc arc childrcn of the )^)ung year lern ; 
But lawdry fkmen flautit rherc thcy grew, and icU 
How %oQn thcy died t ev^eii m the bue aad mcwi 
l^ugh o'cr a good man's gravc But ncaf thi£ 

well 
'lltat nü%er üxl% the golden pim|>emel 
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Enjoys the fireshness of this Alpine dime ; 
And violets linger in each deep cool dell, 
As lowly virtues of the olden time 
Cling to their cottage-homes, and slowly yield to 
cnme. 

Last windflower ! kneVst thou April ? Infant June 
Sees thee, and reddens at thy modest smile ; 
And o'er thee still Majr's cbaffinch sings his tune, 
Well-pleased thy musing idlesse to beguile, 
Where two streams meet beneath thy lonely isle ; 
And cottony bog-rush, and the antler'd moss, 
And the brake*s lady* Cluster round thee, while 
Their heads at thee the rising foxgloves toss, 
Where gnarl'd and lichen'd oaks the shadow'd 
torrent cross. 

So bad men frown ! but can their frowns compel 
The cowslip to remain beneath the sod ? 
Can they prevent the mosses of the dell 
From lifting up their tiny hands to God ? 
No ; to the soul these point its far abode, 
And humbly teil us what the angels are ; 
Immortal flowers ! as dewdrops on the sod 
Pure ; or the beams that hymn, from star to star, 
The King who paves with suns his wheelless, noise- 
less car. 

* The Ladysmock, Rousseau's flower. 
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O thou great Scotsman, with the meteor-pen I 
Come from thy Trosachs, Wilson,* come, and paint 
Yon monarch of our Alps ! that little men 
May feel thy Titan soul in theirs, and faint 
.\lmost with inspiration ; from the taint 
Of worldly vilencss freed, as by a spell ; 
.\nd made, at once, half-prophet and half-saint, 
When reading thee to town-sick hearts, they teil 
Of scenes few love like thee, and none can paint so 
welL 

How wildly start the nild flocks as we gaze ! 
How sofUy sleeps upon the lap of noon 
The cloud-couch'd lightning ! and how sweetly plays 
The laughing blue above the blackness ; soon 
To melt in fire and horror, where, aboon 
This lesscr giant's storm-swoirn floods and firs, 
Yon distant giant fronts the mid-day moon, 
WTiile solemniy the >»nnd-fed wigant stirs 
Its flapping Icaves alone, o'er fem and sun-bright furze ! 

To bathe with married waves their monarch's feet, 
See, where the Ashop and the Deni'ent haste ; 
And how he rears him from the vale, complete 
In all his time-touch'd majesty, embraced 
By the blue, bright blue heavens ; his proud brow 
graced 

• The author of "The City of the Plague." 
t T)>e Mountain-ash. 
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With that stone diadem whidi Nature made, 
Ages before her practised hand had graced 
With liviDg gems the bluebell-haunted shade ; 
Or, high in lucid air, her wind-swift wings display'd ! 

King of the Peak ! Win-Hill ! thou, throned and 

crown'd, 
That reign'st o'er many a stream and many a vale I 
Star-loved, and meteor-sought, and tempest-found ! 
Proud centre of a mountain-circle, hail ! 
The might of man may triumph or may feil ; 
But, Eldest Brother of the Air and Light, 
Firm shalt thou stand when demigods tum pale I 
For thou, ere Science dawn'd on Reason's night, 
Wast, and wiit be when Mind shall nile all other might 

To be a crown'd and sceptred curse, that makes 
Immortals worms ! a wolf, that feeds on souls ! 
One of the names which vengeance whips wnth 

snakes, 
Whose vdöioni cannot die 1 a king of ghouls, 
Whose drink is blood ! To be clear-eyed as owls, 
Still calling darkness light, and winter spring ! 
To be a tiger-king, whose mercy growls ! 
To be of meanest things the vilest thing ! 
Throned asp o*er lesser asps ! \Vhat grub would be a 

king? 
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But, crown'd Win-Hill ! to be a king like thee ! 

Older than death ! as God's thy calm bebest ! 

Only beaven-rivaird in thy royalty ! 

Calling the feeble to thy sheltering breast, 

And shaking beauty from thy gorgeous vest, 

And loved by every good and happy thing ! 

With nought beneath thee that thou hast not 

bless'd, 
And nought above thee but the Almight/s wing ! 
O glorious god-like aim ! Wlio would not be a king ? 

But, lo, the Inn ! the mountain-girded Inn ! 
VVhose amber stream is worth all Helicon ! 
To pass it fasting were a shame and sin ; 
Stop ! for the gate hangs well that hinders none ; 
Refresh, and pay, then stoutly travel on I 
Ay, thou hast necd to pree the barley-wine ; 
Steep is th' ascent, O bard I thou look'st upon ; 
To reach that cloud-capt seat, and throne divine, 
Might tr)' a stronger frame and younger limbs than 
thine. 



Now, having drunk of jolly ale enough, 
To climb Win-Hill is worth ambition — yea ! 
Ambition, e*en if made of jolly stuff, 
Should drink strong ale, or never will he say 
To rival climbers — " Follow on my way !" 
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Old ale and jolly, he it dark or pale, 
Drink like a toper, be thou green or grey ! 
Drink oft and long, or tr>* to climb, and fail f 
U thou would'st climb Win-Hill^ drink old and jolly 
alef 



■* Blow, blow, thou breeze of mountain freshness, 

blow 1" 
Stronger and fresher still, as we ascend 
Strengthen'd and freshen'd, tili the land below 
Lies like a map 1 — On I on I those clouds poitend 
Hailp rain, and fire ! — Hark, how the rivers 

send 
Their skyward voices hither, and their words 
Of liquid music ! — See, how bluely blend 
The east moors with the sky ! — The lowing herds, 
To US, are silent now, and hush'd the songful 

birds. 



This spot is hallow'd ; sacred are these rocks, 
To death and sorrow. Here, amid the snow, 
A stranger died,t where seldom the wild flocks 
Ascend to feed. Clouds ! for ye only know 
His griefs and wrongs, teil me his name of woe, 

* See our old song— " Back and Sides go Bare." 
t A few years ago, a human skeleton was found near the summit 
of this mountain, and removed to the churchyard of the village of 
Hope, where it remains, uncoffined and uninterred. — Hallamshire 
and Dcrbyshire Magazine. 



WIN-HILL. 413 

The mutter'd history of his brokcn heart ; 
That of a thing so noble we may owe 
To you a relic, never to depart — 
A tale o'er which proud men may sometimes pause 
and Start ! 

From the hard world that scom'd to scorn him, hc 
Retired, to die in solitude, as dies 
The royal eagle in his majesty, 
Where no mean bird may peck his fading eyes ; 
And told the moumful winds, ^ith tears and sighs, 
That so fairn man should ever die, alone 
And undegraded. O'er his cheek the skies, 
Stooping in pit>% wept to hear him groan, 
And droHTi'd in faithfui tears his souFs last low- 
breathcd moan. 

Nor other tears for him were ever shed, 
Except by her who, dying, to her breast 
Clasp'd him, her child, and moum*d his (ather dead ; 
And kiss'd and kiss*d that babe, and bless^d and 

bless'd 
The orphan'd worm that suck*d her into rest ; 
And still, almost with hope her grief beguiled, 
And tried to pray, tili death her eyeballs pressd — 
But could not pray, amid her ravings ^ild, 
That Crod would take the life she gave to that poor 

child? 
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He died ; but still the winda that loved him annc 
And whisper'd. though he made them no reply ; 
And still his friendsj ihe douds, bedew'd his frame 
With froren tears, less cold than chnrity. 
But little men, whom summer brought to see 
The heathcock's plumes, beheld him where be ky, 
And robb'd him of that glorious tomb, whicb hc 
Chose in hU pride ; bearing hts bones away — 
His proud, insulted bones — lo mix with common day* 



And I will jw?/ loathe man^^althou^ be be 

Adder and tiger ! — for his salte who dted 

Here* in his desolation great and free, 

And Viith a fall'n immonal's might and pride, 

On human naturc's dignity rclicd, 

When all eise faikd. No workhouse meniaJ's hlo«^ 



Hrni-HJLU 



4t5 



Their sultry $late l a.nd many a inountain i^tream, 
And many a tnoiintaiti vale^ " and ridgy stcep ;** 
The Peak, and all bis mountains, whene ihey gleani 
Or frown, remote or near, morc distant tham xh^* 

scein i 

There flows the Ashop, yotider bounds ihe Wye* 
Ajid Derwem here towards pirincely Chatswon h 

trends ; 
But* while the Nough UcslU pmptc from the skf^ 
Lo t north ward far, what giant*s shadow bendft? 
A voice of torrenti», hark ! its wailing sends ; 
\Vho dfives yon tortured cloud ihrough stone-still 

ab? 
A nish ! a roar ! a wtng ! a whirlwind rcnds 
The stooping larch t The moorUirids cry *' Prepaie 1 
Ii a)iii€& 1 ye gore-goifcd focs of want and toll, 

beware 1" 

Itcomes I Hchokl I— liLiik llhikelow hoJstKi on high 
Hts iignals to the blast from (lledhilFs brow. 
Them, slowly glooming on the lessenUig aky, 
Ihc liread tax'd exile sees^ (in speechieis *oe, 
W'andcring ihc mdancholy ntiatn below, 
Whene rotmd the shcrcs of Man the dark msr^ 

hcaves,) 
^And whilc his childrefi'S tcais in silcnrc (low, 
Thrnks of &weel scenes to which hi> soul stiil iicavcs^ 
1 hat home on Ktherow's side, which he for et er lean.*!«. 
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Sow cipfTtafion tistens» mnte and pale, 

Wbile. ridged with sudden foam, the Dement 

biawb; 
AiTOv-üke comes the lain, like fire the hau ; 
And, haik ! Mam-Tor on shuddering Stanage calls ! 
See, what a frovn o'er casded \llnnat falls ! 
Down drops the death-black sky ! and Kinderscout, 
CoosckMis of gloiT, laughs at intervab ; 
Then lifts his hdmet, thnyws his thunders out, 
Bathes all the hüls in flame, and hails their stormy 
shouL 

Hark ! how my Titan guards laugh kings to scom ! 
See, what a fiery circle girds my State ! 
Hail mountains ! River-Gatherers ! Eldest bom 
Of Time and Nature, dreadful, dark, and great ! 
\\'hose tempests, wingd from brows that threaten 

fete, 
Cast shadows, blacken'd with intensest Hght, 
Like the despair of angels fallen, that wait 
On God's long-sleeping wrath, tili roofd with night, 
The seas shall bum like oil, and Death be waked with 

fright 

StoiTO ! could I ride on thee, and grasp thy mane, 
A biüess bridle, in my unbumt hand ; 
Like flax consumed, should fall the bondman's chain, 
Like dust, the torturers of each troubled land ; 
And Poland o'er the prostrate Hun should stand — 
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Her foot lipon hia neck» her falchlon's hilt 

encath her 2mpie palm. Thcß evcry Strand 
'^Should hcar her voice : ^' Our bfulwark is rebtiillt 
Europel but who shail gaugc the blood th^e but- 
cheii spUt ?" 

And what are tbey, O land of age^long woes I 
Who laid ihe bope of thy redemption low f 
Are they not Biitain's sons, and Labour's foes, 
Whot iowing cuises^ ask why cui^es giow, 
And league with &te for their own Dvcrthiüw? 
Whm will tbeir joum^ cfid ? They omyel bat 1 — 
Slow RcrtnbuttoQ ! wherefore art ihou slow? 
\Vheo wiH the night of our despair be past ? 
And bread-tax'd ikves become Men» godlike Meti, at 
last? 



Thy vüice is lütc thy Fathcr^s» dreadful stonn ! 
Earth heais bis whbper, when ü\y clouds arc tom; 
And Nature's trentor bids our sistcr-wonn 
Sink m the ground. But they who latigh to scom 
The tmmpled hcait which want and loil I»re 

wom. 
Fear thee, and kugh at Hm, whoise wardi^ word 
Speaks fiom thy dotidsK on buming biUows bome ; 
FoTt in thcir hearts, hk voice thcy norr hdrdt 
NeW feit his chastening band, nor pmcd with hopc 

dcfeirU 
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O Thou whose whispering is the thimder l Power 
Eteraal, world-attended, yet aJone 1 
give, at least, to Ubour's hopeless hoMt 
That peace, which Thou deny'st not to a stoue I 
The famine-smitteo niilUons cease to gman ; 
When wik Thou hear their mute and long despair? 
Lord, help the poor ! for they are all thy own. 
Wilt Thou not help? did I not hear Thee swear 
That Thou would*st tarne the proud» and grant their 
victims" prayer? 



Methought I saw Thee in the dreams of sleqi. 
This mountain, Father, groan-d lieneath thy heel l 
Thy other foot was placed on Kinder's steep i 
Before thy face I saw the planets reel, 
\Vhile earth and sldes shone bright as moUen steel ; 
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'' He is accuTsM l tili the Ught sbail &de 
To Horror b heaven's courts, and glory veil 
Her beams, before the face of Tmih bctmy*«! ; 
Bccause he ctused the iMtd, which God a blesiing 
madel 

** He is accmshl !" said the Prince of HeU ; 
And — like a Phidüm statae, mountain-vast — 
Stooping ftom rocks, black, yet unqueochable, 
The paJe shade of ttis faded glory cast 
Dvei the bkckness of black fire, aghast — 
Black-buming seas, that evei black will bum ; 
" He is accursfed 1 and while hell shall last, 
Mira and his praycr heaven's marble mof will sptiro, 
Who cur^d the blessM sod^ and bade earth's millions 
mouni !"• 

* It wfti ft TTiAxim of the Eonuw law« üiM «rttoerer mide hh 
propertj nt nubanoe, sbould €mm to he n pun of propeitj ; and 
IMb aaijm %a^ hm a. commeniüry on the unwriltien \am of God^ 
iSftwrUl««, tir with tbe pen of desobilion written over llkt &ee of 
lUkm «anpLrcs. Wfam the palridiiiiftof Romede itr i oy«! tlM l-M^^H 
Lasr, md monopoUted üi« iott, dtd not thekr headi üidi eMf-allcr 
tailäepoppies? 
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